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THE GIRL OF THE GUARD LINE 



CHAPTER I 
AT POST NUMBER THREE 

"Haiti Who's there?" 

The challenge tore sharply through the 
balmy August night, and Burr Beverly, West 
Pointer, bringing his rifle to a sudden " port," 
peered searchingly up the road that skirted 
the northern edge of the cadet encampment. 

Unless he were greatly mistaken, he had 
spied a moment before a stealthy figure 
flitting almost shadowlike among the trees 
along this forbidden way which serpentines 
out past Kosciusko's monument and thence 
around the brow of the promontory in the 
rear of the tented Corps. Ah I There it was 
again. 

"Haiti Who's there?" 

A second time, and even more emphati- 
cally, Beverly voiced his challenge; but as 
before there was no response. Yet, as he 
strained his eyes through the darkness, he 
caught once more that movement of a fur- 
tive advance. 
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2 THE GIRL OF THE GUARD LINE 

The West Point cadet is taught to take his 
guard duty seriously. He must be as cir- 
cumspect on post as though an actual enemy 
lurked just beyond his picket line, and any 
lapse in vigilance is visited with severe pen- 
alties. Burr in his three years at the Acad- 
emy had had the lesson well instilled into 
him. 

But this summer, and especially within the 
past month, there had somehow been an 
added sense of responsibility imposed. The 
discipline covering guard detail had been 
noticeably tightened. The officers were 
more watchful, less inclined to wink at sky- 
larking and minor infractions of the rules. 
, It seems absurd to say so, yet in the manner 
of those in authority there was a suggestion 
of uneasiness, almost as if some shadow or 
menace of danger impended over the place. 
And the feeling had penetrated also to the 
cadets. Vague and indefinite it was, some- 
thing that nobody spoke of; nevertheless, it 
was in the air, and even the most inconse- 
quent members of the Corps had yielded to 
its sobering influence. 

That very night the oflScer of the guard 
had taken occasion to repeat the instructions 
of the manual in detail, and had laid especial 
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AT POST NUMBER THREE 3 

stress upon the duty of withholding or turn- 
ing back any unauthorized person who 
should venture to approach the lines; so now, 
confident that somebody was attempting to 
slip by him in the darkness, Beverly resolved 
to take no further chances. 

For the third time he barked out his chal- 
lenge ; then as there still came no reply in the 
way of explanation or countersign, he started 
on a run across the strip of turf that sepa- 
rated his post from the road, his bayonet low- 
ered to a businesslike " charge." 

Yet for all his show of belligerency, it 
must not be supposed that Beverly really ex- 
pected to encounter anyone more formidable 
than a mischievous cadet attempting to " run 
it out," or some inadvertent guest from the 
hotel just at the head of the road, who, heed- 
less of regulations, had strayed beyond the 
prescribed limits. 

Whoever it might be, though, must stop 
and give a proper account of himself; on 
that he was determined. 

" Sound off, there I " he called out, as he 
ran. " I see you, and you can't get away. 
Sound off, I say! Who are you?" 

The figure, which had started away in 
flight at his approach, halted and turned. 
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" It is only me," explained a low, alluring 
voice with just the suggestion of a foreign 
accent to it. " I am doing no harm." 

A girl! Beverly came to an abrupt stop, 
his menacing rifle almost falling from his 
hands. A girl, without a doubt I 

A girl, and out alone at this hour! For 
Beverly's three-hour tour, which commenced 
at midnight, was almost ended. 

He could see her more plainly now, a slim 
wisp of a thing, her head and figure shrouded 
in a dark-hooded cloak which hung almost 
to her knees, but with something in her pose, 
and in the glint of her eyes so steadfastly 
meeting his own, that gave to her the indefin- 
able stamp of class. 

It cannot be denied that her presence threw 
him into more or less of a quandary. Sup- 
pose she gave him the countersign correctly? 
Was he justified even then in allowing a girl 
alone, and who had already acted so suspi- 
ciously, to pass his post? If, on the other 
hand, she was, as seemed more likely, with- 
out the word, might he not, by calling the 
corporal and ordering her under arrest, be 
offering an affront to some foreign personage 
of consequence, and thereby get himself into 
hot water. He recalled that among the spec- 



AT POST NUMBER THREE 5 

tators at parade that afternoon there had 
been titled visitors, a Spanish countess 
closely related to royalty, and two French 
cavalry colonels over in this country to pur- 
chase war supplies; and the circumstance 
gave him pause. 

In his perplexity, he finally decided as his 
safest course to follow the strict letter of his 
instructions which he had been taught were 
able to cope with every situation, no matter 
how complex or unprecedented; so, advanc- 
ing to within about six feet of the intruder, 
he once more threw himself into the attitude 
of the challenging sentinel. 

" Advance * Me,' and give the countersign," 
he ordered, according to the stereotyped for- 
mula. 

" I don't believe I quite understand," hesi- 
tated the girl. The little appealing catch in 
her voice was as exquisite as the tremolo upon 
a violin. 

" Don't understand? " Beverly steeled 
himself against that beguiling music. 
" Small help that would have been to you, if 
I had happened to bang away with my rifle, 
as I had a perfect right to do when you re- 
fused to answer my second challenge. You're 
off limits, you know; this road is forbidden 
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to visitors either day or night, and we don't 
usually challenge more than once around 
here." 

" Will you not let me explain? " urged the 
girl, taking a step forward. 

" The only explanation that I can accept is 
the countersign." 

"The countersign?" 

"Yes; the password for the night — ^ passe 
parole' they call it in French. Give me 
that, and I'll let you by, although I confess 
I don't altogether like this thing of a 
stranger, and especially a woman wandering 
around the camp so late as this. There's 
certainly nothing to be seen out this way ex- 
cept the parapet of old Fort Clinton and 
Kosciusko's monument on top of it, and you 
can't get much of a view of them by 
night." 

"And suppose I cannot give this counter- 
sign by which you set such store, Mr. Senti- 
nel?" 

She flung up her head, and he caught a 
glimpse of an exquisitely modeled chin and 
an inch or two of white, rounded throat. As 
she spoke, too, she edged nearer, and he 
could see that she was very lovely, with a 
face that might belong to one's ideal of a 
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princess, and deep, dark eyes that somehow 
set a fellow's nerves all aquiver. 

Under the compelling spell of those be- 
wildering eyes, Burr had to grip his rifle 
tighter and fight hard to remember that upon 
his shoulders rested a soldier's paramount 
and most sacred duty. As a result of this 
inward turmoil his tone showed an increased 
touch of brusque severity. 

" In that case," he drew himself up stiffly, 
" I shall be compelled to arrest you for a 
violation of the guard regulations, and turn 
you over to the corporal of the guard." 

"O-oh!" she breathed tremulously. 
" Would you really do that to me? " 

Almost imperceptibly she had glided closer 
until she was now not more than a yard 
away from the tip of his bayonet. 

" A sentinel can have no regard for per- 
sons," declared Burr virtuously. " I'd hold 
up the President of the United States, if he 
came monkeying around here without the 
countersign, just the same as I would a wild- 
eyed anarchist, or " 

" An anarchist? " she repeated quickly. 
" What made you say that? " 

"Why, simply to show you that they all 
look alike to me. When a stranger comes up 
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to me on post, I'm not supposed to look him 
up in " Who's Who," but to " 

A slight noise from behind — the rustle of 
a vagrant breeze, perhaps, or the snapping 
of a dew-laden twig — interrupted him, and 
he turned his head sharply to listen. What 
it an officer found him parleying thus! . 

It was but an instant that he looked away ; 
but in that instant the girl, seizing her oppor- 
tunity, stepped forward, and grasped his 
bayonet firmly in her hand. 

"Here, what are you doing there?" ex- 
claimed Burr, facing about again. " Look 
out, or you'll hurt yourself. Let go, I tell 
you I " 

He spoke with a touch of nervous exasper- 
ation; for, as a matter of fact, this sudden 
counterstroke of hers had left him at a loss 
what to do. It was a situation for which 
that infallible mentor, the guard manual, 
had utterly failed to provide. Sword bay- 
onets are sharp-edged, as he had reason to 
know, and any effort to withdraw his by 
force would undoubtedly result in a badly 
sliced hand for her, and the necessity of 
calling a surgeon. 

On the other side, he could not consent to 
remain in so anomalous a position. To say 
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nothing of his own dignity, there was the 
imminent possibility of someone in authority 
appearing at any moment, with all the con- 
sequences that discovery would entail. 

All this he tried to explain, but without 
avail. To his warnings and exhortations 
alike, the girl returned only a defiant shake 
of the head, and continued to hold fast to the 
bayonet. 

If only he had followed the strict letter of 
his instructions. Burr groaned within him- 
self; if only he had relieved himself of re- 
sponsibility at the start by summoning the 
corporal of the guard. 

The idea gave him an inspiration. She 
had seemed alarmed when he made that sug- 
gestion before. Perhaps even now a good, 
strong bluff would work. 

''Very well," he said sternly; "since you 
force me to extremes, have it so. You have 
been found on territory expressly forbidden 
to visitors, you have attempted to cross my 
post without the countersign, and, most seri- 
ous of all, you are interfering with a senti- 
nel in the discharge of his duty. Therefore, 
I place you under arrest." 

A slight, quizzical smile was the offender's 
only answer, and she showed no sign of relax- 
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ing her hold upon the bayonet. Evidently 
his show of authority had failed to impress 
her. 

"You are under arrest, I tell you," Burr 
repeated desperately. "You are my pris- 
oner." 

Again that mocking smile, more madden- 
ing than a dozen spoken gibes, at his obvious 
helplessness. It succeeded in causing Bev- 
erly completely to lose his temper. 

"All right; I'll show you," he snapped. 
" We'll see what you have to say to the cor- 
poral." 

He flung himself about in the direction of 
the guard tent, and threw back his head for 
a full-lunged shout, almost angry enough 
actually to carry his threat into execution, 
but still hoping that this show of a final re- 
sort would bring the girl to terms. 

It was a fatal move, though. His mouth 
opened, it is true, but not to sound off the 
call for assistance. Instead, he emitted only 
a half-strangled gasp of mingled chagrin and 
amazement; for while he was momentarily 
engaged with his ruse, the girl had slipped 
in, and with lightninglike agility had twisted 
his rifle out of his hands, wrested it free 
from him, and then, with the captured piece 
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in her possession, had swiftly backed away a 
half dozen paces or more. 

For a second he could only eye her in 
dumb stupefaction, half bewildered by the 
ease and dexterity with which she had man- 
aged her coup ; then, with a quick setting of 
the jaw, and outstretched hands, he made a 
rush to recover his confiscated weapon. 

But the girl, promptly throwing herself 
into position, confronted him with the men- 
acing point of the bayonet, and broke his 
headlong charge like a stone wall. It was 
only by a flat-footed stop that he saved him- 
self from being impaled upon the glistening 
tip so unwaveringly presented to him. 

Uncertainly he stood there, red-faced, 
humiliated, held at bay by this mere slip of 
a girl. 

" I think you were mistaken, Mr. Senti- 
nel," she said sweetly. " Don't move, please. 
It is you who are my prisoner! " 



CHAPTER II 
IT GOES BY FAVOR 

There were two things Beverly noted as he 
stood cudgeling his brains for some way 
to extricate himself from his embarrassing 
dilemma. 

One was the correctness of the pose the girl 
had almost instinctively taken in preparation 
to meet his rush. That crouch with feet 
planted wide apart, shoulders forward, and 
head bent low over the rifle barrel indicated 
to his experienced eye that she was well in- 
structed in the bayonet exercise, quite capa- 
ble of repelling any attempt he might make 
by force to take back his misappropriated 
weapon. 

There was, too, in the slight, satiric smile 
which curved her lips, as well as in the mock- 
ing inflection of her voice when she gave him 
to understand that the tables were turned upon 
him, evidence that she did not fear his adopt- 
ing the only other recourse left him, of sum- 
moning the corporal of the guard. 

12 
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Plainly she was not so unsophisticated as 
she had striven at first to make it appear. 
She realized that he would submit to almost 
anything rather than expose his mortifying 
predicament to the Corps. 

Womanlike, she even rubbed in the advan- 
tage she had gained over him. 

" But I forget," she jeered, her accent a trifle 
more pronounced under stress of her excite- 
ment. " You threatened to call for assistance, 
did you not, seftor? Why is it that you hesi- 
tate? Why do you not sound the alarm? 
There are five hundred of your comrades over 
there in those tents, are there not? Surely, 
you do not fear that I would hold out against 
so many? " 

Beverly restrained the impulse to make 
wrathful reply. His father, an eminent finan- 
cier, had once dropped a sapient bit of coun- 
sel which lingered in his memory. 

" My son," he said, " never lose your tem- 
per for longer than it pays. The minute that 
you find you are making no headway by storm- 
ing and stamping, turn right around and be- 
gin to suggest arbitration." 

Making shift, therefore, to hide his chagrin 
as best he could. Burr tried to assume an air 
of lordly unconcern. 
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" I don't think you quite realize what 
you are doing," he said in the tone of re- 
proof that one might use toward an erring 
child. 

"Ah, but indeed I do," she assured him 
with a laugh. " I now can walk this road 
without interference. You dare not stop me." 
And, as if to prove her assertion, she strode 
lightly up and down a few steps, keeping a 
watchful eye on him all the time, however, and 
with her rifle ready. 

" Of course, you know," persisted Burr, 
" that if I wanted it badly enough, or was 
willing to engage in a scuffle, I could easily 
take my gun away from you." 

"Try it," she made laconic retort, as she 
swung herself once more into the position of 
defense. 

" No; let's reason this thing out. I'm will- 
ing to admit that I'd be in bad shape, if I 
was * hived ' in any such awkward mess ; but, 
at that, it's bound to be worse for you than 
it possibly could be for me. All they can do 
to me is to fire me from the Academy. But 
you? What would people say," severely, 
" about a young girl caught out here alone at 
three o'clock in the morning? " 

He was relieved to see that at last she 
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seemed somewhat impressed, and he promptly 
pressed home his advantage with other simi- 
lar arguments. 

" Come," he urged at length with a fa- 
therly air; " I've no desire to make a scandal 
out of this, and since I don't believe you were 
up to any real harm, if you'll give me back 
my gun, and promise to run straight off to the 
hotel, or wherever else you came from, I'll 
agree to say nothing more about it." 

But, if he thought he was going to gain any 
such easy victory, he found himself very speed- 
ily mistaken. 

" So? " she scoffed. " But you seem to for- 
get, Mr. Sentinel, that it is I who am in the 
position to make terms. If you want back 
your rifle, you will have to give me your word 
of honor that you will let me pass the lines 
unhindered, and that you will neither follow 
me, nor ask me any questions in regard to my 
errand." 

Blackmail! That was all that could be 
made out of it. Hotly he started to rebuke this 
shameless attempt to seduce him from his 
sworn duty; but the words died upon his lips, 
as he caught just then out of the tail of his 
eye the glint of a uniform from the adjoining 
post, and heard the footsteps of the officer 
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of the guard approaching on a tour of in- 
spection. 

" Here ! " he hissed in a sudden panic. 
" Have it any way you please ; only, for the 
love of Mike, give me back that rifle ! " 

He glanced wildly around him. For the 
girl to return the way she had come was only 
to court her certain discovery. She could not 
possibly hope to escape the keen eye of the 
advancing officer. There was no help for it. 
The sole refuge which offered itself was a 
large tree well within the lines. 

" There I " he pointed toward it urgently. 
" Get behind that, and don't you dare breathe 
until he has passed safely by." 

Still she hesitated a moment. " I have your 
word of honor? " she questioned. 

" Sure," fairly snatching the rifle out of her 
hands, as she extended it to him. " Now don't 
waste any more time in talk, but get yourself 
out of sight." 

A moment later, with the recovered weapon 
on his shoulder, he had fallen into regulation 
step, and was ready to receive his approaching 
superior in accepted form. It must be con- 
fessed, though, that the hair rose up under his 
cap and the gooseflesh prickled out along his 
spine, as he recognized in the inspection party 
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no less formidable a personage than the Com- 
mandant of Cadets — an official of whom it 
was said that he had eyes not only in the 
front and back of his head, but all the way 
around. 

Outwardly calm, but inwardly a prey to the 
most dire apprehensions. Burr managed some- 
how to get through with the exchange of cus- 
tomary formalities; but when, after address- 
ing a few words to him, the Commandant, 
instead of passing on, halted and stood staring 
straight toward the big tree behind which 
lurked his fellow-culprit, Beverly actually did 
not know what kept him from swooning in his 
tracks. 

He did not dare shift his own glance in that 
direction for fear of betraying himself. He 
could only stand, eyes front, miserably ex- 
pecting every moment to hear the curt com- 
mand which would expose his flagrant lapse, 
and shatter for him all hopes of a future mili- 
tary career. 

Had he been in less of a blue funk, and 
permitted his own gaze to follow the Com- 
mandant's, he would have seen that the lat- 
ter's frowning scrutiny was bestowed not upon 
the big tree, or some telltale flutter of chiffon 
behind it, but beyond to where the broad sur- 
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face of the Hudson, powdered with star glint, 
flowed at the foot of the bluff. 

" How long has that yacht been here? " the 
Commandant demanded suddenly, turning to 
Burr. 

" Wh- which y-yacht, sir? " 

"Which yacht?" impatiently. "There's 
only one out there. Don't you see it anchored 
in the stream? It was not there at midnight, 
I know. When did it lay to? " 

So taken aback was Beverly by this inter- 
rogation, when he had anticipated something 
so entirely different, that it is hard to say what 
sort of a driveling response he might have 
given. Fortunately, however, the officer of the 
guard took it upon himself to answer. 

" That is the Maruja, I think, sir," he said; 
" Caspar Von Ledig's boat, you know. I heard 
that she was to put in either to-night or to- 
morrow, to take off Mrs. Von Ledig, who has 
been stopping a day or two at the hotel. They 
have been doing a lot of cruising up and down 
the river this summer. Yes," he peered out 
toward the dark outline of the vessel lying 
midway in the channel, " that is the Maruja, 
I am sure. She was built, you remember, for 
the Brazilian revenue service, and afterwards 
taken over by Von Ledig and converted to her 
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present lines. There isn't anything much 
speedier, they say, around New York." 

The Commandant made no comment be- 
yond a muttered " Humph ! " but his curiosity 
was apparently satisfied, and after a moment, 
to Burr's great relief, he proceeded upon his 
rounds. 

As the footsteps died away in the direction 
of the next post, the hidden trespasser came 
stealing out from her covert, a sparkle of mis- 
chievous laughter in her eyes. 

" Ah, but you were frightened, Mr. Sen- 
tinel I" she taunted. "You didn't cut half 
so heroic a figure as you did when you were 
threatening me with all those terrible penal- 
ties a little while ago." 

"That'll do now," Burr retorted sourly. 
" Our bargain doesn't include any license for 
you to josh me that I know of, and unless " 

He interrupted himself abruptly as the 
sonorous call of the half hour rang out from 
Number Two Post beyond, and repeated it 
in turn. 

The girl gave a little start. "What was 
that you said? " she asked with a pardonable 
curiosity, for the call as ordinarily given is 
about as unintelligible as the station announce- 
ments of the average brakeman. 
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"What did I say?" Burr questioned, star- 
ing at her. " * Half-past two o'clock, and all 
is well,' of course. You haven't gone deaf all 
at once, have you? " 

" Oh, no I " She shrugged her shoulders. 
" I heard you plainly enough. I simply was 
in doubt whether you were giving the West 
Point yell or were in pain. However," she 
gathered up her skirts, " since you say it was 
half-past two o'clock, that means I have no 
further time for loitering. Adios, Seflor Sen- 
tinel," nodding saucily to him over her shoul- 
der. " I'll be back this way in an hour or so, 
and then we'll continue our illuminating 
discussion." 

"Not with me, you won't!" Burr smiled 
happily, delighted at last to be able to score. 
" My relief, thank Heaven, comes on in half 
an hour. Yes," he assured her, with a touch 
of malicious satisfaction as he noted her dis- 
concerted frown ; " there'll be another sentinel 
on post here when you get back, and perhaps 
you mayn't find him such easy picking." 

She paid no heed to the banter in his tone ; 
it was his information with which she was 
concerned. 

"You are not joking?" she questioned 
sharply. " You are telling me the truth about 
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this? " But she was already so assured by his 
tone and manner that she did not even wait 
for a reply. 

"No," she muttered, coming to a swift, 
if reluctant decision ; " dawn will be breaking 
before long, and that other sentinel, he may 
not be so easy to outwit. It must be," she con- 
fessed, " that I have lost something of my 
appetite for adventure." 

She shivered slightly in the night breeze, 
which was beginning to blow up a trifle chill 
from the river, and drew her cloak closer about 
her throat. With a little half gesture of de- 
feat, she turned and started back in the direc- 
tion from which she had originally appeared. 

But Burr, with a sudden impulse, recalling 
the moments of anxious apprehension she had 
caused him, threw himself in front of her. 

" Halt! " he ordered. " You cannot pass 
this way without the countersign." 

She drew herself up haughtily, her eyes 
flashing an indignant protest. 

" But you gave me your word of honor, 
sir!" 

" No," he corrected, " the exact terms of our 
bargain, if you will remember, were that you 
should pass my post unhindered, and should 
neither be followed nor questioned as to your 
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errand. There was nothing said about your 
return." 

She could not deny that their agreement was 
as he stated, nor yet that she had left this loop- 
hole which now had led to her undoing; and 
perhaps it was the very consciousness of her 
own lack of forethought that nettled her all 
the more. 

She stamped her foot in a perfect tempest 
of temper, and unloosed on him all the vials 
of her disdain. 

" I might have expected as much," she 
railed, " from a soldier who would betray his 
trust on the picket line." 

But Burr, sensible that with her errand frus- 
trated he had really won in the encounter be- 
tween them, was not to be moved by all her 
withering invective. 

" Exactly so," he granted shamelessly. 
" Thank you for reminding me of my little 
slip. This is Benedict Arnold's old stamping 
ground, you know; and, since I have already 
sold out my honor under compulsion, I may 
as well take a leaf from his book and sell it 
a second time for private gain. You shall 
not cross this line, I tell you flatly, until you 
have paid me toll." 

"Toll?" She frowned, and glanced half 
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doubtfully at the bracelet which glistened on 
her wrist. 

" Oh, nothing like that," Beverly laughed, 
reading the astonished question in her mind. 
" What I want is the soldier's privilege — a 
kiss, before I let you go your way." 

She flushed an insulted scarlet, possibly as 
much at the cavalier form in which his de- 
mand was made as at the affront itself, and, 
clenching her fists, lashed out at him with 
every degrading epithet that she could lay her 
tongue to in four languages. But Beverly, se- 
cure in his position, waited calmly for her 
quivering storm of anger to subside, keeping a 
wary eye out meanwhile to see that she did 
not again snatch his rifle. 

At last, though, after about twenty minutes 
of unavailing protest, vituperation, argument, 
and finally of entreaty, she suddenly halted. 

" What is that? " She flung up her head 
sharply as the measured tramp of a marching 
squad was borne to them across the sleeping 
camp. 

" Only the relief coming to take their 
posts," Beverly chuckled vindictively. " Bet- 
ter hurry, and make up your mind what you 
are going to do. They'll be here in a couple 
of minutes now. Come ; which are you going 
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to choose — the kiss or the corporal of the 
guard?" 

She hesitated another instant, searching his 
face for some sign of relenting; but, finding 
it malignly obdurate, yielded at last to the 
inevitable. 

" Very well." She straightened herself 
stiffly, and threw back her head for the an- 
ticipated salute. "Take it, but know at the 
same time that I utterly detest and despise 
you." 

Beverly, however, instead of taking advan- 
tage of his opportunity, stepped back and, 
shouldering his gun, left the way open before 
her. 

" Didn't you realize that I was only trying 
to tease you," he laughed, " to pay you back 
for the tough quarter of an hour that you gave 
me a while ago? Cut along now," he jerked 
his head in the direction of the hotel. " If 
you don't look sharp, they'll be here before 
you know it." 

But, despite his warning, she still lingered, 
glancing at him a shade uncertainly. 

" Then you didn't really want to kiss me 
after all?" she murmured shyly. 

"Want to?" Beverly burst out. "That's 
not what's hurting me. It's only that I am not 
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quite all the different kinds of a dog that 
you've been calling me to-night." 

She smiled hesitatingly, and drew a line 
with the toe of her slipper across the grass. 

" Well, you know," she said, " with me a 
bargain is always a bargain, and — and " 

But Burr waited for no more. Flinging 
aside his rifle, he covered the distance between 
them in a couple of strides, and caught her 
in his arms. More than that, as they stood 
in locked embrace, he felt the clasp of her 
arms tighten about him, and the warm, sweet 
pressure of her lips respond to the kisses he was 
raining down upon them. 

Then, with an access of self-consciousness, 
she suddenly wrenched herself free from him 
and, panting and glowing, fled across the 
lawn. 

Immediately he was after her. " Tell me 
your name," he begged as he caught up with 
her. " I must manage somehow to see you 
to-morrow." 

" No," she shook her head. " We shall 
never meet again. Think of this only as a 
dream that you have had upon your post, the 
fantasy of a summer night." 

Then, as he would have persisted, she called 
his attention to the near approach of the re- 
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lief, and with his reluctant turning back, flit- 
ted away, shadowlike as she had come, between 
the trees. 

A moment later, she was so entirely lost to 
view that Burr, as he recovered his rifle and 
resumed his decorous pacing to and fro, might 
almost have believed that, as she said, the 
whole incident was but a fantasy of the sum- 
mer night, and she herself a sprite of his 
imagination. 

Not quite, though. Sprites of the imagi- 
nation do not leave tangible evidence behind 
them, and, as he passed the spot where he had 
caught her in that rapturous embrace, he sud- 
denly spied upon the grass a card which she 
must have unwittingly dropped, perhaps from 
her sleeve. 

It had indubitably been hers; for, had he 
needed further proof, there was wafted to his 
nostrils, as he picked it up, a breath of that 
same faint, exquisite perfume which had ex- 
haled from the hair, and lips, and clinging 
garments of the girl herself as he held her in 
his arms. A fragrance, delicate, distinctive, 
and individual as the odor of mignonette it 
w^as, impossible to associate with anyone else, 
expressing her and her alone as did the lilting 
music of her laugh, or that trick of sweeping 
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her dark lashes down across her cheeks. Yet, 
strangely enough, it carried to Beverly a sug- 
gestion of familiarity, and stirred some vague 
chord in his memory. 

But there was no time then to speculate or 
ponder upon this phenomenon. The relief was 
fairly upon him; so, hastily thrusting the card 
up his cuff, he faced about and straightened to 
attention. 



CHAPTER III 
THE CALL TO ARMS 

It was no light thing with Burr Beverly to 
have indulged in so flagrant a breach of the 
guard regulations. He was far from a model 
student, and, if not exactly an " area bird," 
had in his earlier days at the Academy en- 
gaged in enough wayward, cadet escapades to 
earn his fair share of punishment tours and 
during the hours allotted to recreation pace the 
quadrangular courtyard of barracks, chin up, 
gun a-shoulder, and at a quickstep, for his 
sins. 

But he had always taken his service as a 
soldier seriously. Whatever his derelictions, 
he had never erred on the side of military duty. 
At drill, or on parade, in camp, or with his 
company on the annual practice " hike," serv- 
ing the big guns of the siege battery, or cir- 
cling the tanbark of the riding hall at cavalry 
exercises, he was invariably on the job — alert, 
proficient, bubbling over with enthusiasm. 

The term " an oflicer and a gentleman " 
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was little less than a creed to him; he had 
never lost the thrill of devotion which at- 
tached him to the army and its ideals. 

A born soldier, was what they said of him ; 
yet, as a matter of fact, he had almost attained 
his majority before he settled on it as a career. 
Indeed, his inclinations and ambitions were 
turned in an entirely different direction. Fol- 
lowing the line of least resistance, as the only 
son of a rich man, he had been dawdling 
through Harvard without gaining any espe- 
cial pre-eminence even as a spendthrift. He 
joined, of course, in class and college activi- 
ties, and on occasion yelled himself hoarse in 
glorification of some victory of the Crimson; 
but his interest was at the best stimulated and 
largely artificial. " It is always fair weather, 
when good fellows get together," he sang as 
loudly as any of the others; but underneath it 
there was ever a vague and growing dissatis- 
faction. He had enough of his shrewd, old, 
money-making father in him to ask the ques- 
tion. To what profit? 

When he heard the men around him dis- 
cussing their future and what they intended 
to do in the world, he realized that he was 
merely drifting without either rudder or port 
of destination, sent to the university because 
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that was the conventional thing for men of 
wealth to do with their sons, but benefiting 
no more from it than if he had spent the four 
years idling along Broadway. 

For the fellows who looked forward to pro- 
fessional careers, he saw the value of an aca- 
demic training; for those about to enter busi- 
ness, he realized what the intimacies and asso- 
ciations formed at college might mean. But 
as for himself, none of the professions ap- 
pealed to him; and what possible object could 
there be in attempting to pile up additional 
millions, when he was already bound to inherit 
all that the utmost extravagance could ask. 

If he forecast the future at all, it was to 
see himself as a more or less aimless pursuer 
of pleasure, pottering about European capi- 
tals, off on an occasional big-game hunt, or 
yachting cruise, or possibly turning in sheer 
ennui to a developed interest in racing auto- 
mobiles, or aeroplanes, or the collection of 
orchids. 

Then one night, during his sophomore year, 
he happened to be present at a dinner given 
by his father at which a famous army engi- 
neer was among the guests; and it broke upon 
him like a revelation what his lifework 
must be. 
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This man had been little more than a name 
to Burr — a person one read about in the pa- 
pers, like Jane Addams or Billy Sunday, and 
who was supposed to be doing rather large 
and important things for, his sophomoric 
cynicism never doubted, a thoroughly ade- 
quate remuneration. Among his father's 
friends and associates, he knew the first ques- 
tion asked was always, What is there in it for 
me? 

" Do you know what that fellow could be 
making, if he would consent to throw up his 
job and enter civil life?" he heard one of 
the company ask another; and then followed 
a statement of offers and rumored offers in 
fabulous amounts which had been made to 
seduce the army man from his accepted task. 

" Und he stigs dere for de mere biddance of 
a Colonel's bay? " rumbled the other with 
throaty derision. It was Caspar von Ledig, 
a German with wide interests in Brazil, but 
who spent most of his time in New York. 
" He is a tam' fool ! " 

" Oh, I don't know." The one who had 
spoken first shrugged his shoulders. " Those 
army ofl5cers look at things a little different 
from the rest of us. You've got to take their 
training and traditions into account. Why, 
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I'll bet you, he would consider quitting as 
almost equivalent to an act of treason against 
the Government, and the bulk of the fellows 
in the service would take it the same way. It's 
a detail, they would tell you, just the same 
as if he was sent to a desk down in Washing- 
ton, or appointed an instructor at West Point — 
all in the day's work. Suppose it was war 
time, they'd ask you, and he was directed to 
dope out some scheme of pontooning the army 
across a river? What would you think of him, 
if he resigned in the middle of it because some 
bridge company happened to admire the way 
he was handling the undertaking, and offered 
him a place on its payroll? They feel, you 
see, that the soldier owes a duty to his coun- 
try in peace as well as in war." 

'' Aher," argued Von Ledig with a shake of 
his thick, blond beard, " den de Country, if 
she gets hold of a man like dat, should bay 
him vat he is vort'." 

" I agree with you there," admitted the 
other ; " but they have an answer to give on 
that point, too. Our friend yonder himself 
would tell you that there are a score of chaps 
in the army — fellows you never hear of — who 
could have handled the work he is at just as 
efficiently, and economically, and with as much 
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executive ability as himself. I don't know 
whether it is true or not; personally, I don't 
believe that more than one of his kind comes 
to a generation. But the fact remains that 
there are a lot of high-class men going ahead 
and doing big jobs quietly, thoroughly, and 
without any hope of recognition or praise, for 
the wages that you might pay a gang foreman, 
simply because Uncle Sam needs the work 
done, and they're enlisted to do his bidding." 

The conversation drifted off then into indif- 
ferent topics, but Beverly continued to gaze 
with an almost breathless interest at the quiet, 
sunburned, gray-mustached man across the 
room, and as he gazed, something akin to the 
passionate hero worship of which youth is ca- 
pable awoke in his soul. 

He had always dreamed of fighting for his 
country if the need should arise, but it had 
never struck him before that she had tasks for 
her sons requiring self-sacrifice and devotion 
in peace as well as in war. Politics and poli- 
ticians he knew through his father and his 
father's friends somewhat from the inside, and 
the knowledge did not tend to create a very 
high respect for either men or methods. But 
this was something different. Here was a 
career worth while, if by its training and ideals 
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it could evolve such a heroic figure as that of 
the low- voiced, square-shouldered officer on 
the other side of the table. 

As Burr thought of how he had gone down 
into a forty-mile strip of confusion and tur- 
moil, seething with mutiny and intrigue, and 
by his patient, unswerving attention to duty 
had transformed it as by a magician's wand 
into a realm of law, and order, and sanitation, 
while at the same time pushing the greatest en- 
gineering project of the world to a successful 
completion, and all without graft, without 
self-aggrandizement, solely for the glory of 
the flag, the boy thrilled to a new sense of 
patriotism. 

At the first opportunity, he took occasion to 
approach the guest of honor. 

" Colonel," he confided diflSidently, " I am 
going to quit Harvard and have my father send 
me to West Point. I have made up my mind 
to enter the army." 

The oflSicer's eyes twinkled a trifle quiz- 
zically. " The glamour of the brass buttons, 
eh? " he smiled. " Well, they say that every 
young fellow has to pass through it at one time 
or another, just as every girl has a period of 
being stagestruck. I think you'll find, though, 
that entering the army — for I suppose you 
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mean by that becoming an officer — is not such 
an easy thing as you imagine." 

Burr flushed under the touch of satire in 
the quiet voice. " Why," he demanded uncer- 
tainly, " it's simply taking the course, isn't 
it, just as if one were studying for medicine 
or law? Do I look such a dub, Colonel, that 
you think I couldn't make it? " 

" Not at all, my boy," with grave courtesy. 
" And you must pardon me for laughing. But 
really I couldn't help feeling amused at the 
erroneous notions you so evidently entertain. 
As you say, becoming an officer is merely a 
matter of going through the course at the 
Military Academy — either that, or by enlist- 
ment as a private soldier, and working one's 
way up from the ranks to a commission, after 
a dozen years or so of arduous study." 

" I don't believe I should care to do that." 
Burr shook his head. 

" No : I thought not," dryly. " Yet I fancy, 
when you come to investigate, you will find 
the other route a hardly more inviting propo- 
sition. You speak of having your father 
* send ' you to West Point ; but you must un- 
derstand that one does not choose West Point 
for an alma mater, as one might another col- 
lege. West Point does the picking and choos- 
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ing herself. The students there are paid for 
the time they spend at the Academy, and the 
only method of admission is through an ap- 
pointment from some Senator or Representa- 
tive in Congress, or in some few cases from 
the President." 

" But I don't see anything very difficult 
about that," Burr laughed. " My father cer- 
tainly has enough * pull ' to " 

" Pull? " the other frowned quickly. " My 
dear young fellow, if you are at all in earnest 
in this thing, let me advise you to drop any 
idea of that sort right at the start. Even 
granting that you could command sufficient 
political influence to get you into the Corps, 
that very fact would of itself be fatal to your 
continued stay there. You would find your 
position among the cadets simply intolerable." 

" You mean that the chaps up there don't 
stand for anything that isn't on the level ? By 
George, Colonel, that's fine! If there's no 
such thing as * pull,' though, tell me, please, 
how does a fellow get one of these appoint- 
ments?" 

" Well, the usual way is through a competi- 
tive examination. Each Senator or Repre- 
sentative holds them at stated intervals, and 
any young man among their constituents, be- 
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tween the ages of eighteen and twenty-two, is 
privileged to enter. It's a fair field and no 
favor in almost every case, and the candidate 
who secures the highest rating, be he the son 
of a Governor or of a scrubwoman, is named 
as the appointee." 

Burr nodded his comprehension. "The 
winners at these examinations then go on and 
become cadets; is that it? " he asked. 

"Not quite," the Colonel smiled grimly. 
" In fact, the troubles of the candidate have 
only just begun. He is afterwards required to 
pass a second examination before a board of 
army officers, which, let me tell you, is about 
as stiff as anything you can well imagine, and 
unless he conforms to a certain fixed mental 
and physical standard is summarily rejected. 
Very often a man will go swimmingly through 
every mental test imposed, only to find him- 
self barred by the loss of a tooth, or some tri- 
fling astigmatism of the eyes. 

" Suppose, however, that he is successful in 
his examinations, what becomes of him then? 

" He duly reports at the Academy for ad- 
mission, and at once enters upon an existence 
which for rigorous routine and close seclusion 
has often been unfavorably compared to con- 
finement in a penitentiary. For a full two 
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years, he finds, he will not be permitted to 
leave the reservation. His liberty is restricted 
in a thousand irritating ways. He is checked 
up nineteen times a day by officers lynx-eyed 
to observe the slightest dereliction in dress or 
deportment. He has a bookful of rules to 
learn by heart, and the infraction of any one 
of them is followed by severe punishment. 
With his own hands, he must learn to keep the 
cell-like room where he lives in immaculate 
order, and the uniform which he wears spot- 
less. He is forced by the efforts of the offi- 
cers, seconded by a host of cadet volunteers, 
perpetually to hold himself in what appears 
a strained and unnatural attitude until it 
finally becomes a second nature to him. Nor 
is he received with any evidence of good- 
fellowship by his comrades of the upper 
classes ; on the contrary, for the first year that 
he is there, life is made a burden to him. He 
is a despised * plebe,' made to feel that he is 
the very dirt beneath the feet of everybody 
from the Superintendent down, a thing to be 
mocked, and hazed, and badgered in every 
conceivable way. 

" Furthermore, he has to work. From the 
day of his entrance into * Beast Barracks,' the 
quarters assigned to him, until he is licked 
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into some semblance of a soldier, the physical 
instructor shows him no mercy. There is no 
lying abed in the mornings for him. It's up 
he has to get at five o'clock, and practice at 
setting-up exercises until his soft muscles fairly 
scream for respite. All day long he is kept at 
it, too, so that when night comes he is only 
too ready to tumble into his narrow cot, long 
before the bugle sounds, * Lights out! ' at ten 
o'clock. His entire first summer which is 
spent in camp is devoted to hammering into 
him the manual of the drill and to building up 
his physique. He learns that cigarettes and 
tobacco are prohibited as well as alcohol in 
every form. He is not even allowed to indulge 
in candy, or in any sweets except those pro- 
vided on the bill of fare in the mess hall. And 
he is drilled, drilled, drilled, in season and out 
of season, all the long summer through. 

" Then in the autumn he is marched back 
to barracks, and starts in on a scholastic 
regime in which the rule is : * Every cadet must 
show his knowledge or lack of knowledge of 
the subject every day.' The classes are divided 
up for recitation into small sections, so that 
no man is able to evade being called upon. 
And the intervals between recitations are co- 
piously filled with drills. Brief periods on 
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Wednesday and Saturday afternoons alone are 
allowed for recreation, and these are only too 
frequently snatched away, owing to some tres- 
pass of the innumerable rules, and the luck- 
less offender forced to put in the time at extra 
duty. 

" There are no young men with automobiles 
at West Point, no sybaritic living quarters, no 
gilded youths scattering princely incomes to 
the birds, no running off for week-ends at coun- 
try houses, or down to New York for a spree. 
Every man there is on an absolute equality 
with his fellows. He gets eleven dollars a 
month from the Government, out of which he 
is expected to buy his clothes and lay by a 
certain sum for his graduation, and he receives 
from it fifty cents a week, no more and no less, 
for spending money. 

" At the end of two years he is given a fur- 
lough or vacation of sixty days, and then re- 
turns for two years more of the same * demnition 
grind.' Finally, he graduates and enters the 
army, with the prospect of years as a subaltern 
before his slow promotion comes, and at the 
best a career consisting chiefly of inglorious 
drudgery and only a bare living to pay for it." 

" I suppose, then," Burr glanced up with 
just the suspicion of a grin about the comers 
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of his mouth, " that if you were free again 
to choose, Colonel, you would do anything on 
earth rather than go to West Point? " 

The army man was fairly caught. He hesi- 
tated a moment, but he was too honest to at- 
tempt an evasion of the issue'. " On the con- 
trary," he said with a little burst of enthu- 
siasm, " wild horses couldn't keep me out." 

He paused and studied Beverly with a grave, 
searching scrutiny. 

" Look here, young man," he questioned, 
" what is your real reason for wanting to go 
into the army? " 

Burr's eyes dropped and he reddened in a 
sudden boyish shyness. There is nothing. 
Eighteen fears more than to appear mawkish 
or sentimental. Then he flung up his head 
with a half touch of defiance. 

" Well," he said, " I guess it's because I'd 
like people to say of me, as I heard one man 
say in speaking of you to-night, that I was 
a damn' fool." 



CHAPTER IV 
SQUARING THE ACCOUNT 

When Henry G. Beverly of Broad Street 
and Fifth Avenue — and this means two rather 
different types of a person — ^wanted anything, 
whether it were a railroad, a steel company, 
or some old Italian art treasure prohibited 
from leaving its native country, he was not 
accustomed to make much noise about his in- 
tentions. He simply went out and got it, and 
let people discover what he had been up to 
afterwards. The two Henry G. Beverlys, 
whatever their other points of variance, had 
this one trait very strongly in common, and 
Burr had inherited it in a marked degree, 
along with a certain quality of cool judgment 
which belonged to the Broad Street side of 
his sire, and an unsuspected romanticism 
wholly of Fifth Avenue. 

Accordingly, the boy rigidly kept his own 
counsel as to the new-formed ambitions and 
purposes locked in his breast. What the army 
engineer had said in regard to " pull " had 
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made a deep impression on him, and he was 
resolved to succeed in his aspirations solely on 
his own merits, if at all. 

By inquiry he learned that a competitive ex- 
amination for candidates for West Point was 
even then announced in his Congressional dis- 
trict, and he at once set himself at work to 
prepare for it. 

His father may have observed that during 
those days Burr seemed somewhat studious and 
absorbed, and that the calls on him for " ex- 
pense money " fell off to almost nothing ; but 
even he never suspected the Spartan regimen 
to which the son was voluntarily condemning 
himself. 

Up at daybreak, the martyr plunged himself 
shiveringly into an icy bath, and then for an 
hour worked with dumb-bells and Indian 
clubs, until glowing and tingling with the ex- 
ercise he sat down for a couple of hours' hard 
study before breakfast. The mornings he 
spent over his books, the afternoons at gym- 
nasium practice, horseback riding, or on 
long cross-country runs, and in the evenings 
he settled down with a wet towel bound 
around his brows for another period of 
stiff study. 

He utterly eschewed cigarettes or in- 
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dulgences of any kind, and cut down his 
meals to the frugal limits of the training 
table. 

But the work and the self-restraint told. 
When the examination came off, he was both 
so physically and mentally fit that he had no 
difficulty in outstripping the other contest- 
ants and carrying off first honors. 

Still he kept close-mouthed as ever in re- 
gard to his plans; there was the sterner test 
of the entrance examination yet to be under- 
gone before he could read his title clear, and, 
if by any chance he should fail, he had no 
desire to advertise his " flivver " to his ac- 
quaintanceship. So the few who read an ob- 
scure paragraph in the newspapers stating that 
B. Beverly, of No. 1027 W. 69th Street — he 
had taken the precaution of securing a fur- 
nished room at that address the better to con- 
ceal his identity — had been appointed to the 
vacant cadetship at West Point from the 
Fourth Congressional District, never dreamed 
of connecting the news with Burr Beverly of 
Fifth Avenue and the heir to millions. If 
they had, how quickly that obscure paragraph 
would have expanded into screaming head- 
lines and a front-page sensation! 

The chance of the reporters came later, 
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though; for, ordered in due season to report 
at Governor's Island for examination, Burr 
successfully withstood the three days' gruel- 
ing to which he was subjected by a board 
of inquisitors from the regular army, and saw 
his goal at last attained. 

" What in the world is the War Depart- 
ment writing to you about? " questioned his 
father curiously one morning at breakfast as 
he saw a long, official envelope laid beside 
Burr's plate. 

Burr slit the cover, and, drawing out the in- 
closure, read it through before he answered. 
He was determined to make sure that there 
was no mistake. 

" Oh," he said casually, " it's just the noti- 
fication of my appointment as a cadet at the 
Military Academy. I am directed to show up 
there for duty on June 15." He could not 
resist the little touch of affectation over his 
hard-won triumph. 

" Humph! " The financier drew his brows 
together in a heavy, parental scowl. " I won't 
have it, I tell you." 

Burr's own eyes flashed a trifle dangerously. 
" How are you going to prevent it, Guv'nor? " 

" I'll have the thing rescinded. You are a 
minor, and under my control." 
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" But youVe already given your consent in 
writing." 

" I did— what? " 

** Gave me your written consent. Don't you 
remember the paper I got you to sign in such 
a rush one day? " 

" But you told me that was merely a cer- 
tificate permitting you to take up certain 
studies at college.'' 

" So it was. Only the college was West 
Point, and the studies those comprised in the 
course there." 

^*Ahl You tricked me, eh?" 

" No, Dad. If you had asked me the straight 
question at any time, I'd have told you what 
I was after. I'll admit, though, I was hoping 
you wouldn't ask. I wanted to show you I 
could put something over all by myself." 

"But, Burr — the army! I could under- 
stand your choice, if there was a war on hand, 
or any chance of one. But, as things stand, 
it's merely an excus9 for a bunch of uniformed 
loafers to sit around playing poker and filling 
their skins full of whisky at Government ex- 
pense. Why, my boy, I'd rather see you in your 
coffin than such a specimen as some of the 
army officers I have known." 

"There are tanks and blackguards in the 
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financial game, too, aren't there, Guv'nor? 
All I can say is that I'm going to be one of 
the other kind." 

But the elder man was stubbornly set in his 
disapproval. Of old Quaker stock, he had 
little use for the man of war at the best; and, 
second, the utter futility of such a career, as 
reckoned by the only measure of success he 
knew — that of dollars and cents — made the 
idea insufferable to him. 

Secretly he was not a little proud of the 
initiative and independence which his boy had 
shown. In his appreciation of the methods 
which the lad had followed, he even par- 
doned the deception practised on himself. 
But he was none the less firmly resolved that 
talents of so promising a character were not 
going to be wasted on military fuss and 
feathers. 

Pacing up and down the rug in the break- 
fast room, he rehearsed all the arguments 
which Burr's idol, the Colonel, had advanced 
against the profession of arms, and added a 
score or more of others. 

He was by turns persuasive, pleading, per- 
emptory. At one time, waxing a trifle over- 
heated, he threatened to cut Burr off without 
a penny, unless he should consent to see rea- 
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son. But the heir apparent only laughed at 
his vaporings. 

" Why, Dad," he cried, " don't you under- 
stand that one of the chief joys of the whole 
thing is that I shall be earning my own liv- 
ing. After the fifteenth of June, I shan't have 
to be asking you for anything. I shall be 
drawing my pay from Uncle Sam." 

" Yes; eleven dollars a month," sneered the 
old man. " Why, that won't begin to keep you 
in neckties." 

"We're not supposed to wear neckties up 
there," Burr reminded him demurely. " The 
blouses button close to the throat." 

Then the old gentleman swerved to a new 
tack. Was it fair, he asked, for a young fel- 
low of wealth to take a position of this kind, 
and thus deprive some worthy, deserving poor 
boy of the opportunity to obtain an education? 
He rang the changes on this, and followed it 
up with another broadside of entreaty, expos- 
tulation, and appeal; but through it all Burr 
remained obstinately unmoved. 

At last, when he judged that his father had 
pretty well talked himself out, he leaned across 
the table. 

" Dad," he said quietly, " this country's been 
pretty good to you, hasn't it? " 
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" What do you mean? " The old man stared 
at him. 

" Well, you started in without a cent to your 
name, as you've often told me, and now you 
are rated away up in the millions. Oh, I 
know," as the other started to interrupt, 
" you've earned every dollar of it either with 
your hands or your brain. You don't have to 
give the credit of your success to anyone but 
yourself. Just the same, though, you couldn't 
have done it if you hadn't been living under 
American institutions, and with the opportu- 
nities afforded by our laws. It's the protection 
of the old flag. Dad, that has made you what 
you are; and it strikes me that you owe some- 
thing to the flag in return — even if it is your 
only son." 

" Yes, but " 

"Wait a minute," Burr raised his hand. 
" I'm not quite through yet, Dad. You tell 
me that there's no money to be made in the 
army, that the chances to gain any credit or 
reputation are as scarce as hen's teeth, and 
that, although it may seem very fine to strut 
around in a uniform, I'll soon get tired of it. 
Well, I'm not going into the army to make 
money, or get a reputation, nor for the show 
of it, either. In fact, I'm not looking for the 
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chance to get anything out of it but to put 
something in — the best IVe got in the shop. 
I want to be of service to the country, to pay 
back, if I can, some of the debt that the Bev- 
erlys owe to the flag." 

There was a ring of earnestness in the clear, 
young voice which sent the Broad Street side 
of Henry G. into eclipse, and brought the more 
human. Fifth Avenue side to the fore. This 
Fifth Avenue Henry G. turned away and spent 
a moment or two in rather vigorously polish- 
ing his glasses. 

When he faced about again, he laid his hand 
on his son's shoulder almost with the effect 
of a benediction. 

" I haven't another word to say, my boy," 
he spoke huskily. " It's up to you to make 
good for both of us." 

So Beverly went to West Point. His initial 
experiences there were in nowise different 
from those of the thousands of other more or 
less self-conscious youths who have come for 
the first time to the historic old Academy. 

Up in the bow of the little tublike ferry- 
boat, he crossed the sunlit, shining river, a 
slight catch in his throat as the seamed, gray 
cliffs loomed nearer and nearer on the other 
side, and disembarking climbed the hill, to 
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stand at last before the wide, green plateau 
of the " plain," enclosed on its three sides by 
rows of stately buildings, while to the north 
ranged the vista of rugged Highlands across 
the valley of the Hudson, and in the nearer 
foreground on Trophy Point the beautiful 
Battle Monument, with its winged Victory 
atop. 

There are few more impressive panoramas 
in the world than that grassy sweep of level 1 
on a June morning, perched as it is above the 
river's lordly flow, ringed about by the en- 
circling hills, and dominated by the gray, 
Gothic turrets and blended scheme of archi- 
tecture. 

. To the east stands the white facade of Cul- 
lom Hall, chaste in its marble simplicity as a 
Grecian temple, the Officers' Club and Quar- 
ters, the city of tents for the cadets' summer 
encampment, and the old hotel dingily pictur- 
esque among the trees ; to the south, the battle- 
mented gateway, the Library with its clam- 
bering ivy. Headquarters, the Academic 
Building, and Old Barracks; to the west, the 
New Barracks and Gymnasium, with the 
Chapel back up on the heights, and the long 
row of modest dwellings for the officers, look- 
ing like a quiet, suburban street. And in the 
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center of the plain from the tall flagstaff flut- 
ters out the brilliant red, white, and blue of 
the " Colors " to furnish a soul, a symbol, and 
an inspiration to the entire scene. 

Like nine out of ten prospective cadets on 
their first arrival, Burr halted to gaze before 
proceeding to the Superintendent's office to re- 
port. He had made several previous visits 
to West Point; but never before had the dig- 
nity and beauty of the place affected him in 
just the same way. Then he had been an out- 
sider, looking upon it merely as a spectacle; 
but now he was a part of it — bone of its bone, 
so to speak, and flesh of its flesh. In the 
quaint, old Scriptural phrase, his heart burned 
within him. 

He saw the cadets strolling about singly or 
in groups in their trig, gray blouses and white 
trousers, and felt toward them as comrades 
and brothers. 

One thing puzzled him slightly, though, and 
that was the absolute indifference they seemed 
to manifest toward him. Burr had hardly 
expected to be greeted with a brass band; 
but he would have been less than a normal hu- 
man being if the fuss and furore that the news- 
papers had made had not mounted a little to 
his brain. Of course, he was not the first mil- 
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lionaire's son to don the cadet gray, but the 
reporters had somehow got hold of the story 
of the manner in which he had won his ap- 
pointment solely on his own merits, and had 
played it for a feature. He could only sup- 
pose from the utter lack of interest displayed 
in him that the cadets were not readers of the 
papers. Later, he was to discover his mis- 
take, when to a derisive audience of Second 
Classmen he was compelled to read aloud over 
and over again every fulsome word which had 
been printed about him, and listen to their 
mocking comments. 

At the time, though, his sense of importance, 
even if he did not admit it, was slightly galled 
by the careless disregard shown toward his 
advent. He turned, and made his way a trifle 
hastily to the Superintendent's oflfice. 



CHAPTER V 
" THE WOMAN TEMPTED ME " 

And the evening and the morning were the 
second day. 

Cadet Private Burr Benton Beverly, by this 
time nicknamed " Bumblebee," and his room- 
mate, or in West Point slang his " wife," Cadet 
Private " Horsy " McMillan, sat gazing hol- 
lowly at one another across a table on which 
lay two hurriedly scrawled letters to the 
Superintendent — their respective resignations 
from the Academy. 

At the same moment probably nineteen- 
twentieths of the entering class were contem- 
plating a similarly abrupt abandonment of 
their military careers. The neophyte seldom 
fails to write out his resignation some time 
within the first forty-eight hours after his ar- 
rival, but never sends it in. 

The room in which Beverly and his " wife " 
sat was not luxurious in its fittings. A bare 
floor, a plain table and a chair apiece, a rack 
for books, and two iron cots thrust into a couple 
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of alcoves partitioned off like horse stalls com- 
prised the chief features of the landscape. 
There were also some drawers and a row of 
hooks along each alcove which they had 
learned must always be reserved for the same 
article, and the order kept with mathematical 
precision. If by any dire mischance the white- 
duck trousers should get into the drawer desig- 
nated for shirts, or the soiled-clothes bag gravi- 
tate over to the overcoat hook, they had a vague 
idea that the lightest penalty to be expected 
was to be shot at sunrise. 

One other article of furniture must not be 
forgotten, a broom which stood behind the 
door; for, taking week about, each of them 
was supposed to act as orderly or chambermaid 
for their joint quarters, and woe betide them 
if the inspection officer on one of his frequent 
visits found so much as a scrap of paper on 
the floor, or any speck of dust to sully his white 
glove. 

But, if the aspect of the room was dreary, 
it only served to match the forlorn dejec- 
tion of its occupants. Whatever self-assump- 
tion either of them had brought to West Point, 
it had long since been taken out of them. They 
knew now that they were pariahs, outcasts, 
mere travesties upon humanity. Bitterly disil- 
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lusioned, tired out in both body and mind, 
their heads whirling from the effort to memo- 
rize the innumerable rules, they lived in but 
one hope, to shake the dust of the place from 
their feet as soon as possible. 

And then there recurred to Burr's mind that 
sudden flash of enthusiasm which had lighted 
up the eyes of the army engineer, his model 
and exemplar, at the memory of his days as 
a cadet. 

Wild horses, he had said, couldn't keep him 
away from West Point if he were young 
again. 

Perhaps, thought Beverly, it might be wise 
to wait a bit before so precipitately deciding 
to quit. Certainly, there must lie a fascina- 
tion somewhere in the stern thraldom of the 
Academy to stir so fondly the heart of one 
of its graduates after all these years. 

He reached over and slowly tore the resig- 
nation he had written into bits. 

Just what the fascination of the " Point " 
is, though, to those have been through it. Burr 
did not discover until that Sunday afternoon 
about two weeks later, when he and his class- 
mates stepped out of ranks to be formally 
sworn in. 

Gradually, and almost without knowing it, 
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they had grown into the spirit of the place, 
as their bodies had been molded into soldierly 
symmetry and poise. Step by step they had 
been led on, receiving first their uniforms, 
then their rifles, then being inducted into the 
camp as a part of the Corps, and finally as- 
signed to their respective companies, until now 
at last they were to be sealed as duly qualified 
fellows of the craft. 

True, they must remain for a full year 
" plebes," unrecognized, snubbed, and as a 
mark of their low estate prohibited from wear- 
ing their overcoat flaps turned back; but they 
had at least crossed the first rampart, they had 
found themselves. The inchoate and disor- 
ganized rabble had been kneaded into some- 
thing resembling a homogeneous body. 

What if their line was a trifle ragged? 
What if some shoulders hunched, and the gaze 
of some wavered from a straight " eyes 
front " ? Time would cure those defects. The 
main point was that standing out so together 
they came to the first dim realization of the 
bond which united them. Their aims, their 
ideals, their lifework, so different from that of 
the ordinary run of their fellow-citizens, made 
of them a peculiar sect or class, whose motto 
must from the very nature of the case be: 
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"One for all, and all for one." And with 
that consciousness, there stirred in them the 
dawning of that spirit which causes each 
cadet to regard the Corps as an almost sacred 
thing. 

It was a sparkling afternoon, with just 
enough breeze to temper the summer heat, 
and the sunlight glinting back from the pol- 
ished rifle barrels of the Battalion, and the 
gold lace of the officers. The benches under 
the trees were filled with spectators, chiefly 
young girls and their mammas, in a riot of 
flounces, like a border of sweet peas along the 
edge of the green parade ground. 

Then, as the Superintendent, surrounded by 
his glittering staff, concluded a short address 
to the new class, and started to administer the 
impressive oath, a touch of unwonted solem- 
nity crept into the young faces turned toward 
him. 

The whispering ceased along the benches; 
there was not a sound to be heard save the 
crisp, carrying tones of the gray-haired Com- 
manding Officer ; even the rustling of the wind 
among the elms had died down. In the strange 
quiet, it almost seemed as if the old Academy 
herself were bending ear to these latest of her 
sons, as with uplifted right hands they swore 
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allegiance to the country and the service they 
had entered. 

But as the brief ceremony ended, and the 
sworn-in men fell back into ranks, while the 
band broke out into a march and a burst of 
applause and hand-clapping came from the 
audience, " Old Glory," fallen limp around 
its lofty staff with the cessation of the breeze, 
suddenly straightened out and fairly strained 
at its halyards, as if it, too, had caught the 
enthusiasm and were giving salutation. 

These were the moments that lived in Burr 
Beverly's memory. Patriotism was a vital 
thing to him ; the " Honor, Valor, Country " 
of West Point's motto more than a mere slo- 
gan. He took pride in his unblemished record 
as a soldier. His devotion to his profession 
was like that of some young knight of olden 
times, consecrating himself through hours of 
vigil above his armor. 

To save him from becoming a martinet, a 
mere soulless bundle of military red tape. Des- 
tiny sent him that August night of his fourth 
year at the Academy the girl with the manners 
of a princess, the face of haunting, flowerlike 
beauty, and the deep, dark eyes which in one 
short hour had ranged the entire gamut of 
emotions from derision to love — had sent her 
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to him, too, veiled in all the enchantments of 
mystery and romance. With her kiss still 
thrilling on his lips, and his brain all topsy- 
turvy with the heady intoxication of her sur- 
render, he cared not if he had smashed every 
regulation framed by the General Staff for the 
upbuilding of the service. He even gloried in 
his recreance to his trust. Thus do the daugh- 
ters of Eve perpetually play havoc with our 
well-ordered, little apple orchards. 

Relieved from post, and back in the guard 
tent, Beverly lost no time in examining the 
card — the treasure trove of his adventure — 
under the light of the low-turned lamp, hop- 
ing that he would find upon it the name of his 
late companion, or else some clew to guide 
him to her identity. 

As he drew it out, and bent to scan its sur- 
face in the lamp's dim ray, there rose again 
to his nostrils that delicate, pervasive fra- 
grance, and again it stirred in him a reminis- 
cent response. 

There are no more lingering impressions 
than those associated with the sense of smell. 
The scent of strawberries or the odor of damp 
umbrellas will recall a past experience with 
all its details more potently than the brush 
of an artist, or the magic of the most vivid 
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word-painter. The cosmopolite wandering 
through some Chinese monastery will catch a 
whiff of close and musty air, and instantly 
there will arise before him a vision of the 
lecture-room in the Methodist church where 
he attended Sunday-school as a boy. He may 
not have thought of that lecture-room for 
twenty years, yet the picture so irrelevantly 
evoked will be as clear-cut and distinct as if 
he had visited it but the day before, with noth- 
ing lacking to the ensemble from the smirk of 
the superintendent to the yellow roses nod- 
ding on the bonnet of the lady at the 
melodeon. 

But no such mental " movie " flashed across 
the screen of Burr's consciousness as he sniffed 
the card and its faint, clinging aroma. In- 
stead, the sense of recognition only served to 
perturb and puzzle him. Frowningly he 
asked himself. Where, when, or how had he 
met that haunting, exquisite perfume before? 
It was a thing impossible to dissociate from 
the heroine of his recent encounter, essentially 
her own — characteristic and individual, I 
have already said, as the sweep of her eye- 
lashes or the ripple of her laugh — yet Burr 
was willing to take oath that never until that 
night had he set eyes on her. 



62 THE GIRL OF THE GUARD LINE 

A thousand disjointed memories flitted 
through his mind of girls with whom he had 
talked, danced, and flirted — daughters of high 
dignitaries and the closely chaperoned flowers 
of foreign aristocracy, English Honorables, 
Italian contessi, Russian princesses, a Spanish 
Infanta — for all sorts come to West Point. He 
did not trouble to recount the host of lesser 
lights, so convinced was he that she was some- 
one to be considered. Indeed, throughout the 
entire affair to-night, he had felt instinctively 
that he was dealing with a madcap escapade 
of royalty, or something very near it, rather 
than with the wiles of an adventuress. 

The perfume itself, perfect as the distilled 
breath of forest wild flowers, was in its indi- 
vidual and distinctive quality almost a patent 
of nobility, stamped with the caste of Vere 
de Vere. 

Yet, try as he would, he could not connect 
the subtle fragrance with any of the women of 
rank or title he had known. With an impa- 
tient shake of the head, he bent down again 
to seek the key to the mystery in the card 
itself. 

But once more he encountered disappoint- 
ment. One side of the card was entirely blank, 
and on the other was only a network of fine 
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lines and tiny figures, which at first carried no 
meaning to him at all, but which he made out 
at length as a map drawn to an extremely min- 
iature scale. 

And, as he studied it more closely, certain 
familiar features stood out to claim his recog- 
nition. Ah, that, was itl He drew a long 
breath. This was a chart or plan of the very 
locality where he had been posted that night. 
Here was the road which winds about the 
encampment, and here the outline of old Fort 
Clinton ; while near the spot where Kosciusko's 
monument rears its fluted shaft upon the para- 
pet Beverly could discern a red cross and 
some faint lines of apparent instructions. 

For several moments he puzzled over this 
in vain. Then, in a flash of inspiration, he 
recalled the old West Point legend that Cap- 
tain Kidd had buried hereabout some of his 
pirate gold, and the solution burst upon him. 

The card was doubtless a key or chart to 
the location of this treasure hoard, and the 
mission of the girl, it could hardly be ques- 
tioned, was to investigate its accuracy. 

Weary as he was from his twenty hours of 
sentry detail. Burr slept but little that night, 
for through his brain kept dancing visions of 
iron-bound chests bursting with the spoil of 
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rifled galleons — visions, too, of a slender girl 
with eyes like tropic pools at midnight, the 
suspicion of a foreign twist to her tongue, and 
the subtle, perplexing perfume, his lady of 
mystery. 

Perhaps he could aid her in her quest. 



CHAPTER VI 
HIDDEN TREASURE 

Another day of camp life with its strenuous 
routine. Another parade, ending with the 
booming of the sunset gun, and the colors flut- 
tering down the halyards. Another sounding 
of taps, with the clear, low notes of the mourn- 
ful bugle call echoing from crag to crag, back 
and forth across the river. 

One day is pretty much like another at West 
Point — on the surface. 

The casual visitor to the post that day, see- 
ing the ofl[icers motoring, polo-playing, daw- 
dling about the club, or dancing attendance 
upon the display of summer gowns, would 
never have suspected that orders for especial 
vigilance were in force, or that the shadow 
hovered closer of that impending danger which 
each man felt, yet of which no one spoke. 

Trim, martinetlike, perpetually " on pa- 
rade," West Point went about its accustomed 
work and play, never showing the tremors of 
excitement which ran underneath any more 
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than the straight front of Burr Beverly's wax- 
fitting gray blouse, or his features, schooled to 
military impassivity, betrayed a certain adven- 
turous project which was forming behind 
them. 

It was night again, and Beverly's tentmate 
slept the heavy, dreamless sleep that comes 
after a day of varied cadet activities ; but Burr 
himself, despite the arrears of slumber to be 
made up after his turn at guard duty, lay 
broad, staring awake, a reckless thrill tingling 
in his blood. 

He had that day managed to inspect the 
register at the hotel, and also to make thor- 
ough, if guarded, inquiries in an effort to dis- 
cover the identity of the mysterious maiden 
who had visited him on his midnight post; but 
in vain. The hotel was full of guests up for 
" Camp Illumination," and to pick out from 
Burr's necessarily inadequate description any 
one " sort of slim girl with dark eyes " was a 
practical impossibility. 

Every moment that he could spare or evade 
from his duties. Burr had spent along the 
guard line, eagerly scrutinizing the feminine 
passers-by along the walks or across the plain, 
but none of them conformed in any degree to 
the specifications which he held in his mind's 
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eye. He told himself that perhaps he was 
too exacting; yet could even the asphodel of 
a midsummer night, he asked, transform these 
giggling, chattering, hopelessly material types 
into the ethereal vision which had slipped 
upon him shadowlike through the trees? He 
was sure, too, that if he had really seen her, 
some thrill or subtle instinct would have 
warned him. 

In this dilemma, he was forced to fall back 
upon his only clew — the one thing indeed 
which made him certain that his experience 
had not been all a dream or phantasm — the 
card with the map or chart of the reservation. 

And as he studied this, the conviction was 
more and more borne in upon him that it 
must be a key to the location of some of Cap- 
tain Kidd's buried treasure. 

Every characteristic earmark was there 
which his youthful incursions into yellow-back 
literature could have taught him to expect. A 
certain spot was even marked out along the 
ledge to be definitely located by means of meas- 
urements taken according to a sighting across 
the monument at the morning star as it rose 
above the heights on the other side of the river. 
It was like stumbling into a situation from 
" The Gold-Bug," or ''treasure Island." 
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Now, Burr was naturally in no need of a 
windfall of Spanish doubloons or pieces of 
eight Probably all the loot that Captain Kidd 
gathered in his entire career would not equal 
the year's income to be expected by the heir 
of Henry G. Beverly. 

Still, the lure of hidden treasure exerts the 
same sway upon him who hath and him who 
hath not, upon millionaire and penniless sol- 
dier of fortune. There is a spice of adventure 
in such a quest that touches the most sluggish 
imagination, and if the inner secrets of Wall 
Street were known, one would be surprised 
to learn how many conservative financiers have 
taken a flyer on some expedition to the Flor- 
ida keys or South Pacific islands upon no bet- 
ter authority than a scrap of yellowed paper 
and some old sea dog's yarn of pirate gold. 

So it goes without saying that a young, 
imaginative fellow like Burr had no sooner 
puzzled out the meaning of that card than his 
mind was made up to follow its directions. 

Yet, to be fair, too, his chief incentive was 
not mercenary. Mingled with the hope of 
finding an iron-bound chest or moldering sack 
filled with treasure was the suggestion that in 
this way lay his surest chance of again meet- 
ing his lady of dreams. Realizing that only 
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through her chart could he have learned the 
secret, was it not a practical certainty that she 
would lay claim to a portion of the spoils? 

" She'll declare herself in," he chuckled to 
himself. " That ^ good-by-forever ' stuff won't 
last long, when she finds that I've beaten her 
to the layout. Old Captain Kidd shall play 
the official introducer; and when I do find out 
her name, and where she is " 

There must be no delay in the affair, how- 
ever, he felt. For all he knew, others might 
be in possession of the secret, or she herself 
might be planning a second attempt. There- 
fore, in order to prevent being forestalled, 
he must pull off the undertaking that very 
night. 

So that was why " Bumblebee " lay awake 
listening to the periodic call of the sentries, 
while his tentmate snored in peaceful oblivion. 

The twelve-o'clock call sounded sonorously 
around the camp, to conclude with the long- 
drawn-out " All-ll's well ! " from Post Num- 
ber One. One o'clock came, two, half-past 
two; and then Burr stealthily bestirred him- 
self, and rolled out from under his blankets. 

He understood now the reason for the be- 
lated hour which his last night's visitor had 
selected for her walks abroad ; since the direc- 
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tions on the card for locating the treasure were 
to sight across the monument at the morning 
star, just as it rose above the edge of the hills 
on the other side of the river, and that he had 
learned, from consulting an almanac, was at 
this time of year about five minutes after three. 

Silently, he slipped into his clothes and 
buttoned his blouse up close about his 
throat. 

Groping around at the head of his bed, he 
finally got his hands on the little kit of in- 
trenching tools — a combination of spade, pick- 
ax, and crowbar — which is a part of every 
cadet's equipment, and, pushing this and his 
shoes under the canvas ahead of him, he wrig- 
gled out at the rear of the tent. 

Dodging, twisting, and turning then, he 
made his way through the sleeping camp, and 
more experienced in such escapades than the 
girl who had attempted to elude him, success- 
fully crossed the guard line without challenge 
or detection. 

And so at length he arrived at his goal, 
where the little, railed-off shaft to the mem- 
ory of the gallant champion of Polish liberty 
stands on the parapet of old Fort Clinton; 
and, although he had the instructions on his 
chart down as pat as the alphabet, he pulled 
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out the card to study its directions once more 
by the light of a pocket flash lamp. 

" Measure oflF ten feet from the base of the 
railing in a direct line, ascertained by sighting 
across the apex of the monument at the morn- 
ing star as it rises above the hills on the oppo- 
site side of the river." 

But a glance at the watch strapped around 
his wrist told him that he had anticipated the 
rising of the morning star by almost fifteen 
minutes. He retired to a little clump of 
bushes a few feet distant, and stretched him- 
self out in its shadow to wait. 

So still it was that he could plainly hear 
the ticking of the watch upon his wrist. The 
whistle of a railroad train miles away shrilled 
faintly through the night. The murmur of 
the wide river, as it flowed between the gray, 
scarred cliffs, rose to him in a low, monotonous 
chant. Upon its dark bosom he could discern 
the twinkling bow and stern lights of the yacht 
he had marked the previous night, but the 
outline of the trim vessel was invisible, 
shrouded in the light mist which lay over the 
water. No other lights gleamed from it ex- 
cept these necessary ones to show its position 
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in the channel, and the natural inference was 
that everyone on board was asleep. At least, 
that was the inference so far as one's eyes went; 
but to another sense there was quite a different 
indication, since the strong odor of coal smoke 
wafted on the breeze betokened that the en- 
gines were being energetically fired, in readi- 
ness for sailing. 

Or, rather, the odor would have betokened 
this to Burr if he had given any thought to the 
matter; but he was indifferent both to the yacht 
and its movements. His attention was riveted 
entirely on the black, irregular line of hills 
across the river, where they etched themselves 
against the slightly lighter background of the 
sky, as he waited for the appearance of the 
big, yellow planet which served as herald to 
the dawn. 

"Three o'clock!" rang out the call from 
over by the guard tent, to meet with the re- 
sponse, " Three o'clock, and all's well ! " from 
Number Two, and so on around the circle of 
sentries until at last it reached Number One 
again, and ended with the assurance, "All 
is well 1 " 

Burr started slightly, and, half raising up 
on one shoulder, eyed more searchingly than 
ever the little cleft in the heights across the 
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way through which he must expect his first 
glimpse of the morning star. 

Then suddenly he crouched low, and drew 
back into the shadow, scarcely daring to 
breathe, for furtive footsteps were approach- 
ing the place where he lay. 

Was it the girl, some " quill " who had 
nosed out his absence from camp, or his tent- 
mate less sound asleep than he had imagined, 
and now trailing him to find out what was up? 
These were the three suggestions which flitted 
through Beverly's brain. 

But as the approaching figure took shape 
in the darkness, on the other side of the monu- 
ment, he saw that he was correct in neither 
surmise. It was a cadet, beyond question, but 
equally evident was it that he was not acting 
as a spy, nor indeed had any idea that there 
was anyone around to spy upon. 

He was there upon his own business, and 
Burr gave a little gasp, as the realization was 
forced in upon him that this business was the 
same as his own; for even as he gazed, the 
newcomer took a quick sight across the monu- 
ment at the morning star, now just peeping 
up above the horizon, and then, unreeling a 
tapeline, began rapidly measuring off ten feet 
from the base of the railing. 
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He lighted a match to read the figures on 
his tape, and to determine the exact distance, 
and as the tiny flame flared up between his 
shielding palms and illumined his face, Burr 
recognized him. It was Alvarez, known as 
" Hides," a lad from the South American re- 
public of Aureata, admitted to the Corps 
by the courtesy of Congress to his govern- 
ment. 

But how, Burr was at a loss to conjecture, 
had Alvarez come into possession of the se- 
cret, and why was he so eagerly seeking the 
treasure? If Beverly had been asked to guess 
in advance the identity of the cadet now re- 
vealed to him in the light of the match flame, 
Alvarez was absolutely the last one he would 
have named. 

In the first place, he was the possessor of 
one of those patriarchal. South American for- 
tunes, with h^rds of cattle roaming over a 
thousand hills, ^and silver mines up in the 
mountains, and billowing miles of wheat fields, 
and a great, central ranch house, or hacienda, 
where he lived when at home in almost feudal 
state. The few trifling thousands to be found 
in a pirate's cache could not possibly be an 
object to him. 

True, very much the same thing could be 
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said of Burr himself; but Burr was a fellow 
of entirely different mold. With him, it was 
the lark that counted, not the material bene- 
fits that might or might not accrue from it. 
Alvarez, however, was of the listless, indo- 
lent type, whose only incentiye to an expe- 
dition entailing so much exertion must have 
been the expected reward at the end of it. 
Boasting a strain of Indian ancestry, he had 
all the Indian's contempt for useful toil of 
any kind. It was still told of hirti that only 
by the most strenuous persuasions of the 
Aureatan ambassador had he been induced to 
stay at West Point, when he learned that the 
ministrations of a body-servant would be de- 
nied him, and that he would actually be re- 
quired to police his own room. Outside of 
riding and fencing, at both of which exercises 
he was an adept, he cared for nothing except 
to lounge idly in the sunshine, a sack of to- 
bacco and a bundle of corn-husk squares beside 
him to supply the countless forbidden " skags " 
he rolled. Altogether, he was as supine and 
lacking in initiative as a clam. It was incredi- 
ble, therefore, to think that he would be blis- 
tering his soft hands and daring the hazard of 
expulsion for the sake of a mere adventurous 
thrill, as Burr was now doing. 
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And was it as a friend or enemy to the girl 
that Alvarez was here prospecting upon her 
claim? 

As Burr put this question to himself, a sud- 
den explanation occurred to him for the man's 
activity, born of a recollection of that slight 
twist in the speech of his midnight maiden 
and the faint foreign atmosphere she had 
exhaled. 

What more likely than that she was Al- 
varez's countrywoman? Each had the same 
slender, Spanish grace of figure, the same dark 
eyes, the same slurring of certain consonants. 
Indeed, he remembered that she had once ad- 
dressed him as Senor. Almost to a certainty 
Alvarez was there, then, as her agent. And 
did not that imply not only a previous ac- 
quaintance between the two, but a very inti- 
mate friendship — or perhaps an even stronger 
bond? Knowing Alvarez and his distaste for 
anything resembling manual labor. Burr was 
inclined to think that only the urging of a 
fiancee could have prompted him to such a 
show of industry. 

How everything rises at times to serve as 
proof to a conviction. There came to Beverly 
all at once a realization of the time and place 
where he had previously encountered that del- 
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icate fragrance so inseparably associated with 
her, and yet so bafflingly familiar. 

It had been a night or two before, when 
ready for a hop, Burr had found himself with- 
out a clean pair of white gloves to his name, 
and after the manner of cadets in such emer- 
gencies went forth along the company street 
to seek from whom he could make requisi- 
tion. His search led him to the tent of Al- 
varez, and rummaging through the latter's 
kit for a pair of gloves to fit him, he had run 
across something which by no possibility could 
have been forced upon any cadet's paw — a 
long, slender glove of white suede, unmis- 
takably feminine. Alvarez entering at that 
moment had snatched it angrily away from 
him as if his touch were a desecration and 
had thrust it into his own blouse; but during 
the instant that the glove was in his hands he 
had caught a waft of that delicate perfume 
which, clinging to the card she had dropped, 
had aroused in him a hazy, but none the less 
positive, recognition. 

Her glove 1 A love token, doubtless I And 
Alvarez, her betrothed I A furious jealousy 
awoke in Burr's breast, against the dark, slen- 
der Latin. Was that goddess of fire and moon- 
beams going to throw herself away on a soul- 
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less " dope "? A fellow forever bowing and 
scraping, but with no more substance to him 
than a humming bird? Heaven knew how she 
had ever persuaded such a shirk to undertake 
his present enterprise. It was like asking a 
macaroon to take the place of corned beef 
and cabbage on the bill of fare. 

One thing was certain, though — Burr grit- 
ted his teeth in defiant resolution — the Greaser 
wasn't going to get away with it. If any merit 
in a certain pair of dark eyes was to redound 
from this affair, it should belong to Burr Bev- 
erly, and no one else. 

Meanwhile Alvarez, all unconscious of the 
malign influences hovering about him, had 
completed his measurements, and settled him- 
self resignedly to work. 

Like Burr, he had brought along his kit of 
intrenching tools, and, whether it were to gain 
his lady's favor, or owing to some other spur, 
he displayed to Beverly's surprise an energy 
which fairly made the dirt fly. 

Reclining at his ease. Burr could not forbear 
a grin of malicious enjoyment at this vigor- 
ous but futile show of industry. 

" Go to it, you Spanish omelet! " he mut- 
tered. " It isn't every day that one has a 
genuine hidalgo digging post-holes for him; 
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and there'll be plenty of time for me to take 
a hand, when you really strike something." 

So he lay back and waited while his rival 
wielded the pickax and spade, until at last 
a hole probably three feet deep by four or 
five feet across had been excavated, and Al- 
varez paused as his spade rang against some- 
thing which gave out the dull, hollow sound of 
wood. 

" By Jove, he's struck it I " whispered Burr, 
hardly able to control his excitement as his 
imagination pictured the old oaken treasure 
chest lying there, guarded no doubt by the 
crumbling skeleton of some unhappy captive. 

Cautiously he rose to his feet and crept for- 
ward until he was leaning directly over the 
humped shoulders of Alvarez, who, now down 
in the hole, seemed to be clearing away the 
dirt from around the edges of his find. Finally 
the fellow ceased his scratching, and, fitting 
together his crowbar, began prying away at the 
lid of the box. 

" The fool 1 " thought Burt, with a con- 
temptuous curl of the lip. " He might as well 
try to jimmy the Rock of Gibraltar with a 
pipestem. Those old sea spikes and iron bands 
aren't going to give as easy as thatl " 

But to his surprise the cover ripped off with 
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scarcely any effort at all, and Alvarez, laying 
it to one side, bent closer, and plunged his 
hands into the receptacle as if to start lifting 
out the contents. 

Burr decided that it was time to cut in. 

" Not so fast, there, * Hides ' I ^' he hissed 
sharply. " I'm in on this deal, and before 
you go to digging into that stuff I want to have 
a look at it. Do you hive me? " 

As he spoke, he flashed the rays of his 
searchlamp down into the excavation, and re- 
ceived one of the greatest surprises of his life; 
for instead of the stout old sea chest which he 
so confidently expected to see, he beheld only 
an ordinary pine box, on the cover of which 
was plainly stenciled, " Uneeda Biscuit," 
while its contents, instead of pirate gold or 
jewels, consisted of a lot of cylindrical sticks 
of a dirty yellow hue and a quantity of black 
cord, which he readily recognized as fuse. 

" Dynamite I " Burr recoiled, his dreams of 
loot exploding into smithereens. " And, say, 
you crazy simp," he adjured sharply, as Al- 
varez, in his perturbation, dropped a bundle 
of the sticks he had gathered up, " go easy with 
the stuff I YouVe enough there to blow half 
the State of New York off the map ! " 

Involuntarily he stepped backward as he 



HIDDEN TREASURE 8i 

spoke, and, catching his heel against an out- 
cropping ledge of rock, tripped and went 
down to the ground with a crash that made 
him think for a moment the explosive in the 
box had really gone off. 

Half dazed, he lay there for a second — time 
enough for Alvarez, recovering from his first 
surprise, and seeing the interrupter of his 
labors prostrate, to scramble from the hole 
and take a vigorous offensive. 

The South American did not stay to ask for 
explanations. He simply took it for granted 
that Burr's mission there was hostile, and 
sailed in. And so savage was the fury of his 
attack that Bumblebee, despite his superior 
physique, was hard put to defend himself. 

Over and over they rolled in the fiercest sort 
of a rough-and-tumble, clinching, clawing, 
and heaving like a couple of wildcats locked 
in combat. The clothes of both were torn, and 
the skin abraded in great patches from their 
shins and elbows. Alvarez was bleeding from 
a badly cut lip, and Burr's right ear was loose 
from its moorings. Yet neither showed the 
slightest sign of giving in. 

In silence they battled on, neither asking for 
nor giving quarter — a silence punctuated only 
by the hoarse panting of the combatants, and 
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the thudding of their feet against the ground, 
as they writhed and struggled from one stran- 
gle hold into another. 

At last, though. Burr, wriggling out of an 
attempted half-nelson, managed to turn his 
adversary over, and mounted on his shoulders 
to grind the other's face down into the dust. 

" Sing a surrender, there, you blasted Spig- 
goty I " he advised grimly. " Sing a surrender, 
or V\l sandpaper those patrician features of 
yours down to a blank! " 

But " Hides' " only answer was a furious 
spluttering and spitting of gravel, as he bucked 
and plunged like a mustang in the futile effort 
to dislodge his adversary. 

"Whoa, Bucephalus; whoa I" cautioned 
Burr. " You'll get an ear twisted if you don't 
behave, or maybe I'll have to " 

His dire threatenings ended suddenly in a 
startled gasp : " The * Tacs ' ! " as he felt him- 
self seized by the collar and jerked roughly to 
his feet, while Alvarez, pulled from un- 
der him, was hauled up in an opposite direc- 
tion. 

Absorbed in the heady whirl of battle, 
neither had noted the approach of an outside 
force until their exercises were thus uncere- 
moniously interrupted; and both naturally 
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concluded that the sortie came from the dis- 
ciplinary officers of the post. 

But instead of the crisp order of arrest for 
which he was waiting, Burr heard a muttered 
guttural in some jargon entirely unfamiliar 
to him, and, turning quickly around, he saw 
a ring of rough, bearded faces surrounding 
him in the darkness. 

Then, before he could utter outcry or 
alarm, a gag was slipped between his jaws, 
a heavy cloak thrown over his head, and lifted 
up in a pair of brawny arms, he felt him- 
self carried down the steep face of the cliff 
toward the river. 



CHAPTER VII 
THE RED MENACE 

Down the bank Burr was borne in a series 
of chamoislike leaps which left him faint and 
giddy with apprehension. He would never 
have believed that the high, rocky bluff at that 
point could be successfully negotiated except 
most heedfully and with the full use of both 
hands and feet, and he consequently expected 
at every forward movement to go plunging 
to destruction. But his brawny captor seemed 
to think no more of Burr's one hundred and 
sixty-odd pounds than of an extra handker- 
chief, and went springing from ledge to 
ledge as nonchalantly as a man going down- 
stairs. 

Arrived at the bottom, he dumped his bur- 
den, with a grunt, into a boat drawn up on the 
shore, and Burr, although he found himself 
in four inches or more of malodorous bilge, 
drew a long sigh of relief. 

What the motive could be for thus taking; 
him prisoner, or, still more important, what 

84 



THE RED MENACE 85 

they intended to do with him, he was utterly 
at a loss to conjecture. 

The theory that it was all a practical joke, 
which first suggested itself to him, was com- 
forting, but somehow, unlike the bottom of 
the boat, did not hold water. 

" No," he told himself, with a rather feeble 
effort to regard the situation humorously, 
" I'm a bona-fide prisoner, all right. That's 
proven by the fact that the first thing 
they always do before they put you into 
stripes is to give you a bath." And he shiv- 
ered ruefully in his damp and clinging gar- 
ments. 

Then the idea came to him that perhaps, 
as the son of Henry G. Beverly, he was ab- 
ducted, to be held for ransom ; but neither did 
the " little Charley Ross stuff," as he styled it, 
strike him as exactly feasible, since only a 
clairvoyant could have foreseen his presence 
out there away from camp at such an hour — 
that is — he gave a little gasp — unless the whole 
thing, the visit of the girl to his post the pre- 
vious night, the heedlessly dropped card, and 
all, was a scheme to lure him out there for 
that purpose. 

But no — he clamped his teeth down hard 
on the hampering gag between his jaws— he 
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refused to believe his goddess of that romantic 
interview a mere designing adventuress, or the 
favor she had bestowed on him a Judas kiss. 
He told himself savagely that he would not 
accept, or even harbor, such an unworthy 
suspicion. 

What his destination might be, he did not 
know, of course. If he was kidnaped for 
ransom, the chances were that the boat was 
headed for the landing on the other shore, 
and that from there his captors would make 
off with him into the woods. If, however, he 
was the victim of a mistaken identity — possibly 
the supposed object of a vendetta or feud 
hatched out in the Italian colony of High- 
land Falls — who could say but that he might 
not be dropped overboard in midstream, 
bagged and trussed as he was, after the man- 
ner of dealing with supernumerary kittens or 
discarded favorites of the harem? 

" In other words," thought Burr, " it's a 
toss-up between Garrison and Gehenna for 
mine; and I won't know for certain until I 
find out." 

As it happened, though, he was at fault 
in both surmises; for the boat had not pro- 
ceeded far before it came to a halt, grating 
against the hull of a vessel, which he rightly 
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concluded could be none other than the yacht 
lying out in the channel. 

There was a muttered interchange of voices 
in the same unfamiliar guttural which he had 
heard at the time of his seizure; then he felt 
himself lifted up and handed over the side, 
and, after a brief delay, passed along down 
a series of companionways to a compartment 
which he judged to be deep in the hold of the 
vessel. 

. There the lashings were cut from his wrists 
and ankles, and the gag loosened from his 
mouth. He heard the sound of heavy, retreat- 
ing footsteps and the clang of an iron door; 
then, as he managed to free himself from the 
enveloping folds of the cloak in which his head 
was wrapped, he caught a view of his prison 
house. 

It was a low, grimy chamber between two 
bulkheads, evidently recently used as a coal 
bunker, without furniture of any kind, and 
only dimly lighted by a single dust-covered 
electric bulb depending from one of the beams 
overhead. 

Burr had no other idea than that he was 
alone, but as he blinked a trifle dazedly about 
his distinctly dismal surroundings, he became 
conscious of a somewhat animated movement 
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in what he had at first taken for a pile of ref- 
use over in one corner, and, a moment later, 
there emerged from wrappings similar to his 
own the form and features of Alvarez. 

Engrossed in his own misfortunes. Burr, 
strange as it may seem, had completely for- 
gotten the existence of a companion in mis- 
ery; and it now came to him with something 
of a shock to see the South American sitting 
there as his fellow-prisoner. 

For a space, they sat and stared at one 
another in a sort of mutual questioning; then, 
with a slow grin. Burr arose, and still a trifle 
unsteady on his pins, lurched across the floor 
to where the other squatted. 

" Well, ' Hides,' " he hailed, " it looks like 
we'd got hitched into this formation together, 
and, as I'm just about as much up a tree on 
what it's all about as a plebe is to P. M. E., 
I'm looking to you for a little light on the 
subject. So, if you know anything, sound off." 

But the South American only continued to 
rub his head, and stare dully, as if he failed 
to comprehend. 

" What is this place? " he muttered. 

" Why, Von Ledig's yacht, of course ; or, at 
least, that's the way I've got it doped out. 
There was nothing else on the river that " 
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" The Maruja? '^ Alvarez sprang to his 
feet, eying Burr incredulously. " But how in 
the world did they ever get us aboard of 
her?" 

^* For myself, I can only say in about the 
same way that they would have handled a sack 
of potatoes," Burr rejoined, with a touch of 
feeling. " They scared me out of seven years' 
growth lugging me down the cliff, and then 
ferried me out here in a particularly wet and 
smelly rowboat. You may have received more 
consideration — from the way you act, I'm be- 
ginning to think they gave you gas — but you're 
here, just the same, and " 

" Ah, yes ; I'm beginning to remember now," 
Alvarez exclaimed, brushing his hand a shade 
confusedly across his brow. " I was fighting 
with someone up there on top of the hill, and 
I think I had him just about licked, when a 
party of his confederates came to his aid, and 
the odds were too strong for me. I still tried 
to struggle, but they fetched me a crack over 
the head, and I knew nothing more until I 
woke up here." 

" Interesting, Hides," commented Burr 
dryly; " but chiefly so, as old * Blunderbuss ' 
says in sections, by reason of the utter lack 
of correct information. In the first place, it 
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was me with whom you were scrapping, and 
so far from having me licked, you were down 
for the count when " 

"You with whom I was scrapping?" A, 
vicious sparkle sprang to Alvarez's eye, and he 
surged forward as if again to try conclusions 
with Burr. " So you, too, are a tool of Von 
Ledig, and this detestable gang that " 

But Burr this time was on his feet and pre- 
pared, and he had small difficulty in stopping 
the other's floundering rush. 

"Easy, there, easy I" he counseled, as he 
gripped Alvarez's upraised arm, and, twisting 
it, brought him into subjection. " You're not 
just fit for violent exercise at present, I should 
say. Besides, if you aren't plumb loony, you'll 
* hive ' that a tool of the gang, as you call me, 
would hardly be down in this luxurious little 
coalhole, staring an * absent without leave ' in 
the face, just the same as you are." 

The argument was seemingly not without 
effect on * Hides,' and, relaxing his hostile at- 
titude, although still maintaining an air of 
suspicion, he backed away. 

" There, that's better," Burr remarked en- 
couragingly. " You're not quite all solid bone 
above the eyebrows, I see. And now, since 
we've reached an understanding, suppose we 
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sit down and have a little chin. This seems 
to be a rather tight-sized corner that we've 
squeezed into; and, although if I'd had my 
choice I'd rather have had almost any other 
* file ' in the Corps for a sidekicker, I've evi- 
dently got to see it through with you. More- 
over, you appear to be a bit more onto the 
inner works of this deal than I am — you 
couldn't well be less; so go ahead and spill 
what's in your craw, and we'll figure out 
what's to be done about it." 

But the South American only shook his 
head and, mumbling something under his 
breath, remained silent. 

" Still don't quite trust me, eh? " Burr per- 
severed. "Well, then, let's make it a game 
of showdown and I'll play first." 

And, with that, he proceeded to recount his 
experiences, leaving out only any reference to 
the girl or his romantic encounter on the guard 
line. 

"Wasn't it a regular buried treasure lay- 
out? " he demanded. " Wouldn't anybody 
who'd ever heard of Captain Kidd have taken 
a chance on dope like that? Why, I'll bet you 
that the * Supe ' himself, if it had been him 
to glue his lamps to that chart, would have 
been out there with pick and shovel waiting 
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for the morning star to peep up over the 
Highlands." 

"Ah, yes; if he had the chart, perhaps," 
Alvarez admitted. " But you have not yet told 
me how you got this chart. That is the point 
I want cleared up." 

" Haven't told you where I got the chart? 
What are you talking about? I started off my 
story with a description of how I came to find 
it lying in the grass out there along Post 
Number Three, and how I " 

" Yes, yes ; I know all that." Alvarez 
shrugged his shoulders impatiently. " But 
that was a lie. Oh, you don't need to try any 
bluster with me. Bumblebee," as Burr flushed 
and half drew back his fist. " I know when 
a fellow is telling the truth, and when he's 
not. You proposed a game of showdown ; but 
you're not playing fair, my friend." Again 
his eyes narrowed with suspicion. " You are 
holding out cards on me. Therefore, I re- 
fuse to — what is the term one uses?— I refuse 



to * sit in.' " 



He turned away as he spoke, and, folding 
his arms in a gesture of finality, stalked across 
to the corner where the cloak lay in which he 
had been brought aboard, and seated himself 
upon it in obstinate silence. 
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Burr tried in turn jeering, cajolery, and 
threats ; but not a word of any kind could he 
wring from " Hides' " sullen lips. 

"Cheerful little playmate, aren't you?" 
Beverly railed at length. " But let me tell 
you, son, you are making one grand mistake 
if you think your Greaser monkey shines are 
able to stump Yankee shrewdness." There was 
a triumphant gleam in his eyes as he spoke, 
for he had been thinking hard during his ef- 
forts to break the other's taciturnity, and he 
believed that at last he saw a glimmer of light 
ahead. 

" Watch me, now, * Hides,' " he taunted, 
" and I'll give you a little exhibition of our 
great national pastime of putting two and 
two together. Note, please, that I do this en- 
tirely without the aid of cuffs or a false mus- 
tache. 

" Let us start, then," he proceeded in a lec- 
ture-room tone, " with the box — the surprise 
package^ — ^which you occupied yourself so in- 
dustriously in unearthing, and see what we 
can deduce from it. In the first place, it had 
not been buried long; the wood was scarcely 
stained by contact with the earth, and the sten- 
ciling was absolutely fresh. Indeed, it could 
not have been in the ground more than a day 
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or two, and, since it was not especially pro- 
tected from the weather, the obvious infer- 
ence is that whoever put it there expected it 
to be very speedily dug up. In other words, it 
was a mere temporary cache; for one can 
hardly conceive that such an amount of dyna- 
mite was hidden there just for storage, or 
except to meet some immediate and specific 
purpose. 

" And that brings us to the second step in 
our investigation: What was the purpose in 
view? There are three classes of people who 
would be likely to use a high explosive of 
that character in such large quantities — build- 
ers, safe-breakers, and anarchists. The first 
two classes we can pretty reasonably eliminate ; 
any contractor who might be employed around 
here wouldn't go to all that trouble with the 
stuff, and as for a safe-breaker, there isn't 
enough of a haul to be made to pay for the 
risk involved. Accordingly, we may put it 
down as a practical certainty that there was 
an anarchist job of some kind on foot, and 
that the box and its contents were to be used 
in it." 

The sneer with which Alvarez had at first 
regarded Burr's deductions had faded by this 
time; and, although he still set his lips in 
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stubborn silence, there was a strained expres- 
sion on his face, a puzzled flicker in his eye. 
Burr, noting these signs, made a perceptible 
pause at this point in order to add the ele- 
ment of suspense to his recital. 

" An anarchist plotl " he repeated thought- 
fully, when he finally resumed. "What do 
you suppose it is, * Hides,' that has kept the 
officers here on tenterhooks all summer, and 
that has made them so all-fired strict on the 
guard regulations? Why, when the oflScer of 
the guard made his rounds last night, just be- 
fore second relief, he was as uneasy as a hen 
on a hot griddle. What, too, do you imagine 
has made the Secretary of War break in on 
his vacation four times within the past three 
weeks, and come piking up here for confer- 
ences with the Supe? Does it strike you as at 
all significant, when I tell you that the last 
time he was here I was told off for sentry duty 
up at the Supe's house, and overheard the Big 
Noise say, just as he was leaving: 'Well, I 
don't know that we can do any more. I am 
advised that similar precautions are being 
taken at Sandhurst and Saint-Cyr, as well as at 
Rio, Buenos Aires, Petrograd, and Tokyo; so 
I am in hopes that even though we don't man- 
age to lay the rascals by the heels, they will 



96 THE GIRL OF THE GUARD LINE 

get so tired of waiting for a propitious chance 
that they will drop the scheme of their own 
accord. The only thing to be feared now,' 
he went on, * is the possibility of their get- 
ting hold of an inside agent of some sort, 
and — : — ' But at that point the Supe caught 
me getting an earful, and shut him up. 

" Do you get that, though, * Hides '? " he 
demanded. " There is something on foot 
which has got the big military schools of prac- 
tically every nation looking over their shoul- 
ders and with cold shivers chasing down their 
spines, although they believe they have suc- 
ceeded in guarding against the danger, except 
for the chance of that inside agent the Secre- 
tary spoke of — a traitor in the camp. 

" I'll tell you something more," he went on, 
" although you probably know it as well as 
I do. The little, skinny guy in spectacles who 
came along with the Secretary on his last trip 
is an attache of the Aureatan embassy at Wash- 
ington. Now, why, I ask you, should a mem- 
ber of the Aureatan legation go mixing up in 
a purely domestic affair like a visit of the Sec- 
retary of War to West Point? 

" Let us consider a moment. Is it not a true, 
though lamentable fact, that for several years 
past, and especially since the outbreak of the 



THE RED MENACE 97 

European War, the chief activity of the 
* Reds ' has been transferred to this hemi- 
sphere, and that the rapid spread of their doc- 
trines in South America, as shown by the 
assassination of three successive chiefs of 
police in Buenos Aires and of two minis- 
ters of justice in Brazil, together with sim- 
ilar outrages in other places, indicates that 
some of their most powerful leaders are lo- 
cated down there, and from there issue the 
orders which govern the various groups of 
terrorists throughout the world? 

" If, then," he pointed an emphasizing fin- 
ger, " there were actually such a thing brew- 
ing as an anarchist plot to blow up all the 
great military schools of the world as a re- 
buke and object lesson to organized govern- 
ment, might it not be that the first outside 
information of such a project would be gath- 
ered by the Aureatan secret service, natu- 
rally watchful as it would be of any suspects 
harboring in that country? Then from the 
secret service it would be reported to the for- 
eign office, and be sent to the Aureatan em- 
bassies to be disseminated to the various gov- 
ernments threatened. 

" So there, * Hides,' " Burr dropped again 
to a more colloquial tone, " you have my two 
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and two. One is the pretty obvious existence 
of the plot I have outlined to you, and the 
other the box of dynamite planted up there 
on the reservation. And, in view of our pres- 
ent predicament, I don't know but that I shall 
have to add a third element in the person of 
our present host, Mr. Caspar von Ledig, whose 
trim, little yacht happened to be lying so con- 
veniently at hand. 

" And now for the putting together, the fit- 
ting in of the different parts of the jigsaw 
puzzle. The box of dynamite, and especially 
the spot where it was cached, shows that the 
Reds had finally managed to secure their in- 
side agent — the traitor in the camp — of whom 
the Secretary was afraid. It was buried there 
so this chap could have easy access to it with- 
out going off limits, and could then use the 
stuff where it would do the most good — 
or the most harm, according as you look 
at it. 

" But there was a leak somewhere along 
the line of communication. The details of 
the scheme and the identity of the * inside 
agent' became known to the Aureatan au- 
thorities. Yet, strangely enough, they didn't 
pass on the intelligence to the Supe, or even 
to the people down at Washington. Can you 
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guess the reason why? If it had been a * buck,' 
or an enlisted man, or a musician, or a * hell- 
cat,' or one of the servants at officers' quarters, 
that had let himself be bribed or hired by the 
Reds, there'd have been no such reticence. 
Likewise, with any of the officers, and prac- 
tically all the cadets. Yet the Aureatan em- 
bassy didn't make even a squeak, and the rea- 
son was because they didn't care to have it 
known that the person actually concerned was 
up to any such capers. Maybe it struck too 
close to home. 

" So, instead, they sent Mr. Von Ledig up 
here — Mr. Von Ledig, the supposed financier 
and coffee merchant, but who I have heard on 
pretty good authority is also the confidential 
agent for the A. B. C. governments of South 
America in this country. They sent him up 
here on his yacht to lie around and keep 
watch, and when he caught the anarchist agent 
going after the planted stuff, to nab him qui- 
etly, get him on board the vessel, and, with- 
out any fuss, feathers, or extradition proceed- 
ings, transport him back to Aureata to get 
what was coming to him." 

But Alvarez could restrain himself no 
longer. His eyes flashing, his features con- 
torted, he sprang up to face the other's in- 
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sinuating smile. " Do you mean to im- 
ply " he burst out hoarsely. 

" Imply? " Burr's lip curled contemptu- 
ously. " No ; we leave that sort of diplomatic 
stuff to you Latins. In this country we hand 
it out straight from the shoulder. And the 
strongest proof to my mind is that Von Ledig 
is not the man to make a mistake. He knew 
what was coming off, and who had consented 
to do it. But it was up to him to avert an 
international scandal. So he laid around here 
quietly on his yacht, and kept watch over the 
baited trap, prepared to grab the fellow when 
he came, smuggle him aboard the yacht, and 
then off to the Caribbean with him unbeknown 
to anybody. 

" Imply? " he repeated. " Not for a min- 
ute, * Hides.' I say that the chap Von Ledig 
was laying for — the inside agent — ^was unmis- 
takably the one who showed that he knew 
all about the dynamite, and where it was 
buried by coming there to dig it up. No ; I'll 
not imply. Mister Alvarez " — to address any 
cadet at West Point as " Mister " is nothing 
short of an insult, the strongest term of de- 
rision and reproach — " I say openly that the 
unprincipled cur who accepted his education 
from Uncle Sam, and then, turning, tried to 
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bite the hand that had fed him, this dirty dyna- 
miter and cowardly would-be assassin was no 
one else than — you I " 

Alvarez could not but have been prepared 
for the charge, coming as it did a denouement 
to all that had gone before ; yet when it was 
directly leveled at him, backed up by all 
the scorn and loathing of voice and manner 
that Burr could command, he involuntarily 
shrank back and covered his face with his 
hands. 

But it was only for an instant; for with a 
quick recovery, an almost insane glitter show- 
ing in his eyes, he hurled himself at Burr in 
a fresh attack. 

"You lie I" he shrieked. "Oh, you cun- 
ning devil, I'll " 

It was a mere blind rush, the heedless, foam- 
ing charge of a maniac; and Burr, agile as 
a mongoose, the picked man of the polo team, 
had but to swerve aside to evade it, while Al- 
varez went plunging and stumbling by, to 
crash headlong into the iron wall of the 
bunker, and subside a limp, unconscious heap^ 
the victim of his own impetuosity. 

Then, as Beverly bent over him, the iron 
door in the bulkhead clanged open, and a 
portly, blond-bearded man in an immaculate 
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yachting suit entered, whom Burr recognized 
as Caspar von Ledig. 

Advancing unhurriedly, he stooped down 
to make a brief examination of the injured 
cadet, and rose with a shrug of the shoulders. 

" So? " he said, stirring the prostrate figure 
slightly with the toe of his canvas shoe. " It 
is nothing. A mere knockout, as they say in 
the prize ring. I will send some of my men 
in to look after him. 

"And now, mein Herr," he bowed pro- 
. foundly to Burr, " I must make my deep apol- 
ogies for the treatment you have received. 
Yet I cannot be altogether sorry for the mis- 
take, when it permitted me the pleasure of 
listening to your keen and discerning exposure 
of that scoundrel yonder " — he jerked his head 
in the direction of the unconscious Alvarez — 
" for I need hardly tell you that I was outside 
the door, and heard everything you said. Be- 
lieve me, young sir, you have reason to be 
proud of what you call your * Yankee shrewd- 
ness.' Never did I hear more accurate and 
convincing deductions, and I have known in 
my time many men accredited in that line, 
too." 

He gave again that ceremonious bow of his, 
and waved his hand toward the open door. 
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*' Aber, let us not linger here/' he urged. 
" I want to make what small amends lie in 
my power for the ordeal to which you have 
been put." 

" The best amends you can make to me, Mr. 
Von Ledig," Burr spoke up quickly, " is to 
get me back to camp as quickly as possible." 

They had left the dingy coal bunker by this 
time, and were climbing the iron ladder lead- 
ing up from the hold. 

" Get you back to camp ? " Von Ledig, who 
was ahead, stopped and half turned in expos- 
tulation. " Tut, tut I Not certainly until you 
have had a chance to brush up, and have had 
breakfast with me. Nicht wahr? It is only a 
little after eight o'clock." 

Only a little after eight o'clock 1 Burr 
gasped in consternation, for his wrist watch 
had been broken in the first encounter with 
Alvarez, and down in the dark hold, absorbed 
in the problem he was working out, he had 
lost all count of time. Now came the reali- 
zation, though, that reveille must have sounded 
a full three hours before, and that he was 
certainly marked on the roll as " missing with- 
out leave." It meant a court-martial prob- 
ably, maybe expulsion; and every moment that 
he remained longer away added to the gravity 
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of his offense and the difficulty of an ex- 
planation. 

He hurriedly explained this to his compan- 
ion, as he scrambled up the remainder of the 
ladder, failing to note the little frown which 
puckered Von Ledig's brow at his evident 
determination. 

Then, as he drew himself up through the 
hatch, he suddenly caught sight of a slender 
figure ahead of him ascending the forward 
companionway to the deck. Her back was 
turned to him, and instead of the dark cloak 
she had worn out under the midnight trees, 
she was in spotless white from head to foot; 
but no two women in the world could possibly 
have that graceful walk, nor the same proud 
carriage of the head. 

His protests against remaining ceased 
abruptly in a half gasp of astonishment, 

" Well, after all," he stammered, " I might 
as well be killed for a sheep as for a lamb. 
Thank you for the invitation, Mr. Von Ledig. 
I guess I will stay and have breakfast with 
you." 



CHAPTER VIII 
THE FOUR-LEAF CLOVER 

The incipient frown which had commenced 
to cloud the face of the blond-bearded man 
disappeared, and he turned to Burr with a 
beaming smile. 

'' Ach, that is better," he rubbed his hands 
good-naturedly. " I should have been quite 
desolate, if you had persisted in your deter- 
mination to run away from us. And, by the 
way," he laughed, " since our introduction so 
far has been rather informal, will you not 
oblige me with your name? Mine, as I see 
you have gathered, is Von Ledig." 

" And I am Burr Beverly, Mr. Von Ledig, 
although I'm not surprised that you fail to 
recognize me under all this avalanche of grime 
and coal dust." 

" Burr Beverly? " The yacht owner gave 
a start of real or pretended surprise, and, 
catching Burr by the arm, swung him around 
sharply to look into his face. " So it is ; and 
your father my oldest and most valued friend 
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in America. Oh, that makes the unfortunate 
zeal displayed by my men even more annoy- 
ing to me! Still," with a deprecatory shrug, 
"what would you? When they found two 
men at the dynamite cache instead of one, they 
naturally concluded that you were an accom- 
plice, and I must confess that I, too, fell into 
a similar error until I heard you so strikingly 
demonstrate your innocence. 

" But I delay you here with my chattering," 
he broke off apologetically; " and I know you 
must be famishing. Come; a bath, a shave, 
some clean clothes — I am sure my man can 
find something aboard which will fit you — a 
bite or two of breakfast, and then you will be 
more ready to have a little chat with me. 
Afterwards we will go ashore together, and 
see what can be done to square the little dere- 
liction which appears to be causing you so 
much concern. You leave that part of it to 
me," he nodded reassuringly. " Colonel 
Colby, the Supe, as you call him, is rather a 
friend of mine, and I fancy," his eyes twin- 
kled, " that I can get you off with something 
less than hanging." 

By this time, however, the valet for whom 
he had rung put in his appearance, and, giv- 
ing him instructions to show Burr every atten- 
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tion, the master of the yacht sauntered away, 
while Beverly was led into a luxuriously fitted 
cabin on the right, and deferentially requested 
to disrobe. 

Rather a travesty, that. Bumblebee could not 
help thinking, as he confronted the scarecrow- 
like reflection of himself which stared back 
at him from the large mirror screwed against 
the wall. His trim cadet uniform was liter- 
ally torn into ribbons as a result of his sev- 
eral encounters with the vindictive Alvarez, 
and of his shirt there was practically nothing 
left except the neckband and one sleeve. All 
over his body he showed the scars of battle, 
and his face was blood-stained and begrimed 
with streaks of soil and coal dust, while his 
damaged ear, swollen and discolored, bulged 
out from the side of his head like a half- 
inflated balloon. 

As Burr gazed upon this battered and disfig- 
ured vision, he was moved to repent his im- 
pulsive acceptance of the breakfast invitation. 

" Nice shape to horn into good society on, 
isn't it? " he growled disconsolately. " Any 
' femme,' short of a workhouse regular, would 
be justified in taking to her heels at the sight 
of me. I look like an election riot in Jersey 
City." 
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Under the skilled and soothing ministra- 
tions of the valet, however, he rapidly assumed 
a more normal guise. A bath and brisk shower 
removed the grime and restored to his skin 
the glowing hues of health. Hot applications 
reduced the swelling of his ear, and such of 
his bruises and abrasions as failed to respond 
to unguents and lotions were deftly covered up 
with talcum powder. 

In short, the fresh and stalwart figure in 
spotless white ducks which stepped out in 
answer to Von Ledig's knock upon the cabin 
door, a half an hour later, was as trim and 
handsome a specimen of " officer and gentle- 
man " as one would care to see. 

Von Ledig, whom Burr had mentally clas- 
sified as a pretty decent sort, although a trifle 
inclined to be " B-Essy " — the West Point 
synonym for florid or pretentious — greeted 
him with a glance of distinct favor and a cor- 
dial squeeze of the hand. 

"We will have breakfast on deck, if you 
don't mind," he said, as he led the way thither, 
"with my wife and her young friend, 
Sefiorita de la Paz." 

Burr glanced up quickly. " You njean 
the daughter of the Aureatan ambassador at 
Washington? " 
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Von Ledig nodded. " You know her then 
already, perhaps? " he queried. 

Burr evaded a direct answer. " One could 
hardly read the newspapers without knowing 
of the Senorita de la Paz," he said. 

Von Ledig laughed. " Oh, yes ; Nadia finds 
it no easy thing to keep out of the public eye, 
for she is a wonderful favorite down at the 
capital. Both Madame Von Ledig and I are 
devotedly attached to her, and are immensely 
flattered that she should be willing to give so 
much of her time to old people like ourselves. 
It is idle, I suppose, to warn you against losing 
your heart to her," he clapped Burr on the 
shoulder; "you are sure to do that, my boy. 
But at least," again he gave his loud laugh, 
" don't let it take away your appetite. 

" And, by the way," he slid his hand down 
Burr's arm, as he lowered his voice a shade 
urgently, " a young gentleman of your discre- 
tion will understand, of course, that no ref- 
erence to the unfortunate affair of last night 
is to be made in the presence of the ladies. 
They are both quite ignorant of the matter, 
and it would only serve to alarm them to learn 
that we had a desperate miscreant of the sort 
here on our little craft." 

" But how is my appearance to be ex- 
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plained?" questioned Burr. "They will 
surely consider it strange to see me " 

"Ah, leave that to me," whispered Von 
Ledig quickly. " I will make all necessary 
explanations." 

There was no time to say any more; for 
they were rounding the corner of the deck 
house now, and directly ahead of them in a 
capacious wicker chair which she almost over- 
flowed sat Madame Von Ledig browsing over 
the morning paper, while a couple of stewards 
laid the cloth and arranged the breakfast 
things. 

The lady greeted Burr graciously, and after 
her husband had rattled off some glib story of 
an accident which had necessitated the young 
fellow's being brought aboard, expressed a 
proper concern in regard to his injuries; but 
it is doubtful if Burr knew what he was say- 
ing in return, for his attention was entirely 
taken up with a slim, graceful figure that 
leaned across the rail up toward the bow, and 
gazed out over the river, evidently lost in 
reverie. 

Finally, though, when Madame Von Ledig 
had purred a due sympathy for Burr's ficti- 
tious misfortunes, she lifted up her voice, and 
called: "Nadia, dearl Nadial" 
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The girl in the bow turned slowly, her dark 
eyes still heavy with her interrupted musings ; 
and Burr's heart — a dependable organ which 
had never hitherto skipped a beat in all the 
twenty-three years of his existence — suddenly 
indulged in a series of the most fantastic and 
unaccountable gyrations. 

He need not have feared the eflFect of day- 
light upon his goddess. The searching light 
of morning only served to reveal new beau- 
ties which had been veiled to him before by 
the darkness, while in nowise detracting from 
the peculiarly ethereal quality of her loveli- 
ness. In her trig yachting costume and saucy 
cap she was as delicately, hauntingly exquisite 
as in her trailing chiffons and mantilla, with 
the mystery of midnight about her. 

Burr could not be certain whether she rec- 
ognized him or not. True, she gave a slight 
start as her gaze first fell upon him; but it 
was no more than she might have done at see- 
ing any strange young man unexpectedly pres- 
ent in their little party. The rose-flush tinge 
in her cheeks heightened, too, as she acknowl- 
edged Mrs. Von Ledig's introduction; but if 
the mention of his name fell familiarly upon 
her ears, she gave no other sign. Her eyes she 
kept tantalizingly lowered, and her even, level 
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tones betrayed only a polite interest. But as 
they took their places at the table, she shot 
one fleet glance at him out of the comer of 
her eye which thrilled him to the core, so full 
it was of challenge and of question. Plain as 
words it asked, " How dare you? " And also, 
"What now?" 

Burr bubbled into a high, reckless laugh. 
A bowl of red clover blossoms sat in the center 
of the table, and, leaning over, he plucked 
from among the dark-green leaves one which 
showed four perfect divisions. 

" Some people never can find them," he 
cried significantly ; " but when I set out to 
look for anything, I get it. This is a symbol 
of good luck for me." He touched it lightly 
to his lips, then fastened it in his buttonhole. 
" I shall keep it always." 

The significance of the little byplay escaped 
Von Ledig and his wife ; but the former burst 
into one of his ready laughs. 

" You have good cause to apostrophize your 
luck, young man," he said. " You must know, 
my dear," turning to the girl, " this reckless 
fellow, while strolling along the edge of yon- 
der cliff in the darkness last night, doubtless 
meditating some abstruse military problem, 
took a tumble, and was picked up by some of 
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our men and brought aboard supposedly dead ; 
yet here he is at breakfast this morning as 
if fifty-foot drops were a part of his daily 
exercises. Don't you think he has reason to 
thank something — either his lucky stars or 
else his wonderful West Point physique? " 

Burr had heard the same story recited be- 
fore to Madame Von Ledig without a qualm; 
but now, with the girl's honest eyes bent upon 
him, he reddened involuntarily, and shifted 
uneasily in his chair. 

He winced somehow at consenting to even 
so innocent a deception where she was con- 
cerned. He would much prefer, he felt, to 
have everything absolutely straight and above- 
board between him and her. 

Even more uncomfortable did he become, 
too, as he saw the manifest touch of skepticism 
which clouded for a moment the steady gaze 
with which she regarded him, and the faint, 
expressive curl of her lips at Von Ledig's 
fable. 

The spirit of triumph in which he had 
caught up the four-leaf clover died within 
him. He had expected to enjoy this break- 
fast more than any meal he had taken in all 
his life — on the deck of a luxurious yacht, 
with the crisp, morning breeze of the rippling 
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Hudson in his nostrils, the blue Highlands 
ringing them all around, the glimpse of black 
muzzles from the siege battery, and the white 
shaft of the monument showing above the 
trees on Trophy Point to remind him that it 
was " stolen sweets," and, above all, the one 
girl of the whole world seated opposite to 
him. 

Yet, lol under the spell of her disfavor, it 
had become dust and ashes in his mouth. He 
felt as mean as if he had been caught robbing 
a hen roost. 

After that, conversation on Burr's part pro- 
ceeded somewhat by starts and jerks. Von 
Ledig chatted blandly along, and his wife 
murmured an occasional bromide; but Burr, 
facing the aloof silence and scornfully down- 
cast eyes across the table from him, could 
answer only in wild and haphazard fashion. 

He was absorbed in his own gloomy reflec- 
tions, and, as is often the case with a person 
who gets caught in the wrong, he presently 
began to cook up a grievance for himself. 

What right had she to treat him like a liar 
and impostor, simply because he had yielded 
to a little artifice requested by his host? For 
that matter, she hadn't been so absolutely can- 
did herself there the other evening, when she 
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had met him out on the guard line. She had 
managed most successfully, by one ruse and 
another, to preserve her own counsel. She 
had fenced and jockeyed with him in regard 
to her business out there, and 

Burr suddenly gave a mental gasp. After 
all, what had been her business in such a place 
and at such an hour? For, strange as it may 
seem, in view of his discovery of the box of 
buried dynamite, and the anarchist plot it re- 
vealed to him, he had as yet failed to ask him- 
self that question, or to inquire what role she 
had played in the affair. 

As a matter of fact, though, his inadvertence 
was not so especially remarkable. In the swift 
rush of events which had culminated with his 
incarceration down in the hold of the yacht, 
his faculties had been too thoroughly occupied 
in wondering what was going to happen to 
himself to give much heed to anything else, 
while afterwards he had focused wholly on his 
exposure of the guilty Alvarez. 

But now the pregnant question could no 
longer remain in abeyance. What other de- 
sign or purpose could she have had in her 
furtive excursion through the guard lines, ex- 
cept to aid in that wide conspiracy of destruc- 
tion which Von Ledig had admitted was 
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afoot? Her appearance there and her pos- 
session of the chart indicated unmistakably 
that she knew the location of the dynamite 
cache, and this, since she had made no report 
of her knowledge even to Von Ledig, stamped 
her as an accomplice. 

Indeed, as Burr reasoned it out, she had 
probably been intrusted with the task of ob- 
taining the explosive from its hiding place 
and conveying it within the lines to the hands 
of those who were to use it, the Reds no doubt 
believing that as a woman and mere visitor 
to the post she could manage this more suc- 
cessfully and with less chance of question than 
their cadet tool. 

Baffled, though, by his discovery of her 
creeping along through the dark, they had 
been compelled to fall back upon Alvarez for 
the whole job. 

Yes, Burr decided, as he made some totally 
irrelevant rejoinder to one of Madame Von 
Ledig's placid purrs, there could be no ques- 
tion of Nadia's complicity. Every argument 
which he had used to convince himself 
of Alvarez's guilt applied equally well to 
her. 

Nor did her exalted station serve in any way 
to relieve her from suspicion; for, as Beverly 
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knew, the Reds in the countries where they 
flourish draw their adherents from all classes 
of society. 

Yet, curiously enough, where Alvarez's 
connection with the plot had aroused in him 
a savage anger and detestation, lifadia's 
only served to excite him to a sort of pity, 
and an inclination to make excuses for 
her. 

She was very young, he told himself. She 
had been misled by the cunning sophistries 
of the cult. She did not realize that she was 
lending herself to the schemes of a gang of 
wholesale murderers. 

The sense of pique he had entertained to- 
ward her melted into a softer feeling, and the 
spirit of the evangelist awoke in his breast. He 
yearned to reclaim her, to show her the error 
of her ways. 

Somewhat unexpectedly the opportunity 
came to him. While they still sat at break- 
fast, the wireless man of the yacht hurried 
up and handed Von Ledig a message, which, 
to judge by the way he frowned over it, must 
have been of considerable importance. 

Having read it, and torn it very carefully 
into bits, he hesitated a moment, then turned 
to Burr. 
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" I am very sorry, Mr. Beverly," he said ; 
" but it will be impossible for me to accom- 
pany you ashore immediately, as I intended. 
A matter of business has come up which will 
keep me occupied for a couple of hours or so; 
and, therefore, I will have to ask you to enter- 
tain yourself during the interim." 

Burr started to murmur something in re- 
sponse to the effect that he did not wish to 
encroach at all upon his host's very valuable 
time, and that if Mr. Von Ledig found it in- 
convenient to go up to headquarters with him, 
he would set off alone to face the music ; but 
the other promptly put his veto on any such 
suggestion. 

" No, no! " he said, as sharply as if he were 
speaking to a prisoner instead of a guest on 
his boat. " We'll have no foolishness of that 
sort. Right here you stay, until I give the 
word to the contrary." 

Then, realizing no doubt that his tone was 
unduly peremptory, he modified it with one 
of his big, hearty laughs. 

" That's the way one has to talk to a head- 
strong chap like you," he half apologized. 
" But really, my boy, you must see for your- 
self that it is much wiser for you to remain 
here. You have everything to gain by wait- 
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ing for me to go with you to say a word in 
your behalf when you face Colonel Colby." 

Burr, who had merely made his proposal 
out of courtesy, was quite willing to agree to 
this; nevertheless, he could not shake off a 
certain feeling of constraint as the yacht owner 
hurried away, a sensation of being not entirely 
a free agent. 

It might have been pure accident; but as 
he glanced around he could not help noticing 
that the members of the crew — a set of swarthy 
ruffians, picked apparently from the offscour- 
ings of a dozen South American ports — ^were 
rather advantageously placed, to cut off a dash 
for liberty, if he had been harboring any such 
idea. 

The suggestion of electricity in the air was 
not helped by Madame Von Ledig. She had 
been visibly perturbed and ill at ease ever 
since the receipt of the wireless message by 
her husband; and after a few moments of 
fidgeting she arose, upon some palpably manu- 
factured pretext, and waddled off in his wake. 

Burr and the Senorita were left alone. 

It took him a bit unaware, not quite certain 
yet how best to exhort this erring lamb to re- 
pentance ; and he dropped his eyes for a mo- 
ment to collect his thoughts. Then, as he 
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raised his glance, and leaned forward to 
commence, he found her regarding him 
gravely from above her interlaced fingers 
across the table, her lips half parted to 
speak. 

" I have something I would like to ask 
you." They said it simultaneously in as per- 
fect a chorus as if they had rehearsed 
it; then simultaneously they halted in con- 
fusion. 

Burr was the first to recover himself ; but he 
did not smile. Like herself, he was deadly 
serious, his face set into lines of stubborn 
purpose. 

^^ Place aux dames is etiquette, and I sup- 
pose I should let you talk first," he said de- 
fiantly; "but etiquette will have to go hang 
in this case, for I don't know how long we'll 
be left alone, and what I have to say is im- 
portant." 

" Not nearly so important as what I have 
to say, I am sure," she interrupted, with a 
willful toss of her dark head; "so, if you 
please, I will be the first one to talk. What 
I want to know is. Were you or Mr. Von Ledig 
the author of that clumsy falsehood about your 
falling oflF the cliflF? " 

" Falsehood? " Burr attempted a wronged 
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expression. " I can show you enough bruises, 
if you care to see them, to convince " 

But he paused under her quick glance of 
disdain. 

" You forget that you yourself enlightened 
me in regard to your guard regulations," she 
said cuttingly; "and I know that no cadet 
would be out there merely for a stroll, as you 
claim to have been when you took this tum- 
ble, which is the rather weak excuse offered 
for your presence here. That, however, is im- 
material. What I want to know is what " — 
she seemed to have a little difficulty in fram- 
ing her question — " is th6 real motive which 
prompted you to take the risk of leaving 
camp ; that, and also whether you came to the 
yacht of your own volition, or were brought 
here?" 

Burr hedged again. " Do you think any- 
thing could have kept me away if I knew that 
you were here? " he asked. 

She gave a little gesture of impatience. 
" Well, at any rate," she said sharply, " I 
have an idea that your leaving may be a dif- 
ferent matter. That may not be entirely at 
your own instance." 

Was it a threat, or a warning? Burr swept 
again a glance about the deck, with the stolid, 
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lounging figures of the crew along the rail, 
and once more that suggestion of restraint 
came to him. 

" You mean " He leaned toward her, 

his eyes narrowing. 

She did not answer immediately, and, fol- 
lowing the direction of her glance, Burr saw 
one of the mask-faced stewards hovering close 
at hand. 

" Shall we take a stroll along the deck? " 
she proposed. " There's a view from the bow 
that is simply wonderful in this morning sun- 
light." 

He fell into step beside her, and when they 
were safely away from possible eavesdroppers, 
lowered his voice, and asked again : 

" What did you mean by what you said? " 

She hesitated a moment. " I hardly know 
myself, Mr. Beverly." She frowned. " But 
I have learned to trust my intuitions, and they 
tell me that there is something more afoot 
here in regard to you than shows upon the sur- 
face. I may be wrong in what I suspect; but 
it is easily put to the test. Suppose you insist 
on being put immediately ashore, and see what 
happens? " 

Burr thoughtfully pondered the suggestion. 
" No," he said at length ; " for, if I did that, 
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I would go no wiser than when I came, and 
there's more than one thing in the situation 
here that I want to get cleared up. 

" Now, I'm not much good at innuendo or 
anything like that, you must understand." He 
threw back his shoulders, and looked her 
squarely in the eyes. " So I'm going to talk 
straight out, and tell you just exactly what's 
on my chest." 

Before he proceeded, though, heedful of 
the watching eyes which might be bent upon 
them, he led her to a secluded spot along the 
rail, and pretended to be pointing out various 
objects of interest in the landscape. 

" What you say about my being not exactly 
a free agent here," he began, then, " may or 
may not be true — although I can conceive no 
valid reason for keeping me against my will. 
However, that's not bothering me ; I fancy that 
if I really wanted to get away, I could man- 
age to duck this bunch of chimpanzees, and 
make a swim for it, all right. No ; if you must 
know it, what's got me worried is figuring on 
how you are going to get out of the mess." 

"I?" She drew back with a perplexed 
stare. 

" Exactly so." He nodded. " Surely, 
Senorita, you don't imagine that I can be de- 
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ceived as to your real position? You must 
lealize that I know too much for that? Let 
us be candid, please. Now you suspected, of 
course, when you saw me here, that I had 
found the little chart you lost, and had fol- 
lowed it up. Well, I admit it. As you say, I 
would never have taken the risk of running 
the guard without some very strong motive, 
and that furnished it. Poor fool that I was, 
I took it for the key to a hoard of buried 
treasure." 

" Buried treasure? " she broke in with a 
start. 

"Just that. And I thought I would save 
you the trouble of digging it up4. I was count- 
ing, you see, on the chest I felt so sure of 
finding, as a means to bring you from under 
cover; for of course I never intended that our 
parting under the trees out there should be 
an eternal farewell." 

"Oh! So that was your idea?" she half 
breathed. Her face was averted, and Burr 
could not see her expression. 

" That was it," he assented dryly. " Well," 
after a pause, " you know what I found ; and 
not being entirely an imbecile, I gathered 
what it meant a little nearer to the truth 
this time. 
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" Oh, don't try to fence, I beg of you," as she 
started to break in with what he took to be 
some effort to beguile him. " I know every- 
thing, I tell you. That box of dynamite was 
to be used by anarchist fiends in blowing all 
that sky-high," with a wave of his hand 
toward the line of buildings up on the 
cliff. " In blowing all that sky-high," he 
repeated sternly, " and in blotting out the 
Lord only knows how many innocent 
lives! 

"Thank God, the scheme has been frus- 
trated! " he went on. " But there is still you 
to think of." 

" Me? " Again she bent on him that frown 
of perplexed incomprehension. 

Burr took a quick step toward her. " Oh, 
girl," he pleaded, " can't you believe that I 
am your friend, that I am only trying to help 
you? Von Ledig has all the threads of this 
conspiracy in his hands. Sooner or later your 
name is bound to come out. Shake this gang 
of cowards and cutthroats, then, while you still 
have the chance. You don't realize what a 
powder mine you are standing over. Von 
Ledig knows everything, I tell you. He has 
had his men up there on the hill watching that 
dynamite cache for three nights, now. If you 
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had gone there the other night when I stopped 
you, it would have been you to be seized in- 
stead of " 

"Instead of — whom?" she demanded 
sharply, her eyes suddenly dilating. 

" Why, instead of myself, of course," Burr 
answered. It will be noted that he had sedu- 
lously refrained from any mention of Alvarez 
in the affair. "Naturally they took me 
for an agent of the Reds, and hustled me 
aboard here. Hard enough work I had, too, 
to square myself," he added ; " but finally I 
was able to convince Von Ledig of my 
innocence." 

Glibly Burr rattled off this expurgated ver- 
sion of his adventures; yet not so glibly but 
that the girl caught from his tone or manner 
a hint that he was concealing something from 
her. 

" You are not telling me all ! " she accused 
sharply. " There is something you are hold- 
ing back. Mr. Beverly," her face had grown 
tense, her eyes were probing him, " was there 
not someone else brought out here by those 
men on watch ? " 

"Someone else?" He tried to shrug her 
suspicion aside. " Whatever put such an idea 
as that in your head? I ran the guard line 
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alone, I assure you ; not even my tentmate knew 
what I was up to." 

Still she was not entirely satisfied. " Will 

you give me your word of honor " she 

started ; but was interrupted by a quick shout 
of warning from down tlie deck, and as she 
and Burr turned to look they saw a begrimed, 
tattered fugitive come tearing around the cor- 
ner of the deck house, pursued by half a dozen 
of the burly crew. 

It was Alvarez, escaped in some manner 
from his prison, and now making a desperate 
break for freedom. 

Hither and thither he dashed, dodging and 
twisting as he eluded the clutching hands out- 
stretched to grab him. The spectacle re- 
minded Burr of nothing so much as a frenzied 
rat set upon by a pack of mastiffs; for his 
enemies were so clumsy that " Hides," for all 
their superiority of numbers, was able to keep 
them guessing. 

A dozen times it seemed as though they had 
him cornered ; and then by some swift turn or 
stratagem he would be streaking it off again 
with the pack in full cry behind him. 

They did succeed, however, in heading him 
off from the rail, which, of course, it was his 
constant effort to gain in order to throw him- 
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self over and make a swim for shore. Again 
and again they balked him as he dived for it; 
but at last by a feint he threw them all to one 
side of him, and had a clear path ahead 
straight to the water. 

With a shrill cry of triumph, he flashed 
across the deck; but, alas for his hopes, he 
had failed to reckon on Burr Beverly. What 
had seemed impossible to the lumbering sail- 
ors was scarcely exercise to the long-limbed, 
agile cadet. Like an arrow from a bow, he 
went speeding down the side, and although 
covering twice the distance that the other man 
did, arrived in time to stretch out a foot over 
which the fugitive stumbled and fell just as 
he was stretching out his hands to grasp the 
rail. 

Another second, and the mob, puflJng up be- 
hind, had thrown itself on the luckless Al- 
varez and had him secure. Burr, relieved of 
further responsibility in the matter, turned to 
rejoin his companion; but he found her di- 
rectly behind him staring white-faced and 
wide-eyed at the streaked, despairing counte- 
nance of the prisoner. 

"Juan!" she called frantically, and would 
have addressed him further, but he was 
dragged too rapidly away. With a superb 
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gesture, then, she swept around upon Burr, 
and spat out at him a single word in some for- 
eign patois. 

" I don't know what that means," he 
thought, " but I'll bet in United States it spells 
skunk." 



CHAPTER IX 
A WARNING BY POST 

Conscious of a duty well performed, in hav- 
ing prevented the escape of a rabid dynamiter, 
Burr should have been able to endure with 
equanimity the vilification of the fellow's 
feminine accomplice ; but, as a matter of fact, 
that bit of excoriating billingsgate stung him 
like acid — perhaps more so than if he had 
known what it really meant. 

Nor did Nadia give him any chance for 
explanation or excuses. Having expressed her 
opinion of him in that one word, she flung her- 
self away from him, and disappeared down the 
companionway, leaving him to chew on the 
cud of her obvious disfavor. 

He was still engaged upon that unsatisfac- 
tory task, when Von Ledig appeared again 
upon the deck, and, after a brief conference 
with the skipper, came over to him. 

" Well, my young friend," he hailed Burr 
smilingly, " they tell me we again have occa- 
sion to hang laurel wreaths on your neck. 

130 
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The abominable carelessness of the man I 
placed on guard would have let that scoundrel 
get away, and have plunged us into all sorts 
of complications, if it had not been for your 
dexterity and good judgment." 

But Burr was in no mood for compliments 
upon his coup. Indeed, Von Ledig's beam- 
ing praise was like rubbing salt into his 
wounds, and he answered shortly that he had 
done nothing to make any especial fuss over. 

" Still, if you choose to regard it as an obli- 
gation," he went on, a shade ungraciously, 
" the quickest way to even the score would be 
to take me up and square things with the 
Supe as you've promised. I hate to appear 
fussy or anything like that; but every minute 
that I stay away from the reservation means 
that it will be just so much harder to explain. 
Maybe you don't understand it, but at present 
I stand in the light of a deserter ; and that, as 
you know, is a pretty serious offense." 

Von Ledig puffed out his fat cheeks, and 
surveyed his mutinous guest with twinkling 
eyes. 

** Donnerwetterf he exploded into Ho- 
meric laughter. " They will probably shoot 
you at sunrise; is it not so? But have no 
fears, my impatient young friend; we are 
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going to start off right away for that inter- 
view with the old ogre up yonder," he jerked 
his head toward the top of the cliff. " First, 
however, if you don't mind, I should like 
to have a few minutes' talk with you in pri- 
vate. Shall we go down into my cabin? We 
are certain there not to be disturbed." 

His hand was upon Burr's shoulder, urging 
him along toward the companionway as he 
spoke; and under that dominating pressure 
the cadet found himself down the stairway 
and in the luxurious quarters of the master of 
the yacht almost before he knew it. Von 
Ledig had the calm, authoritative way of en- 
forcing his requests which distinguishes some 
dance-hall bouncers, and it was not until he 
was seated in a leather-covered easy-chair, 
with his host squatted smilingly opposite him, 
that Burr began to experience a feeling of 
resentment. 

Heedless, however, of the lowering brow 
and restive glances he saw before him. Von 
Ledig hospitably pushed cigars and cigarettes 
along the table beside which they sat. 

"Make yourself at home, my young 
friend," he said, lighting a cigar for himself. 
" There are a few little questions I want to 
ask you while this matter is still fresh in our 
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thoughts. Come, come; don't look so glum 
about it," as Burr stirred uneasily. " I shall 
not detain you long. You must realize that 
all this is quite as serious a matter to me as 
your desertion is to you." 

There was unquestionably reason in what 
he said; and Burr, relaxing somewhat from 
the stiffness of his attitude, deigned to accept 
one of the proffered cigars. 

" So." Von Ledig nodded. " And now the 
first little point about which I am curious is 
how you happened to be out there at the dyna- 
mite cache so opportunely at the very time 
this troublesome rat chose to make his visit. 
It is not customary, is it, for the cadets to go 
roaming about as they choose at all hours of 
the night? Did you discover Alvarez start- 
ing out on his mission, and follow him, or had 
your suspicions in regard to him been previ- 
ously aroused?" 

" Neither." Burr fingered in his pocket as 
if embarrassed, and, drawing out a card, tore 
it into pieces as he talked. " You will prob- 
ably laugh at mc when I tell you, but what 
really took mc out there was a quest for buried 
treasure. I had picked up a card I saw lying 
in the grass and found on it a key or chart 
which I took to be ^^ 
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" Is that actually true? " Von Ledig leaned 
forward sharply. " I heard you tell the same 
story to Alvarez down in the coal bunker, but 
supposed you were merely hoodwinking him 
for some purpose of your own. It is a fact, 
though, eh? You really had a chart describ- 
ing the location of this hidden dynamite? 
Have you it still?" he asked eagerly. 

" No." Burr carefully kept his eyes away 
from the wastebasket into which he had 
dropped the crumpled fragments of the torn 
card. " I destroyed it." 

He had shrewdly anticipated the demand 
for the chart, and had purposely made com- 
pliance impossible. As for the rest of the 
story, he saw no way in which it could impli- 
cate Nadia. It was the exact truth so far 
as it went, and consequently could not be 
shaken by the stiffest sort of a cross-examina- 
tion, while the natural inference in regard to 
the card, of course, was that it had been 
dropped by Alvarez. 

Von Ledig evidently reached that conclu- 
sion ; for, touching a button, he summoned the 
man in charge of their prisoner, and inquired 
if the dynamiter had been searched. 

" Only so far as to make sure that he had 
no concealed weapons," he was told. 



A WARNING BY POST 135 

" Make then a complete search without de- 
lay," ordered Von Ledig, " taking especial 
care to seize any papers, cards, or documents 
which you may find on his person. Watch 
out, too, that he doesn't get the chance to de- 
stroy anything, as he will undoubtedly attempt 
as soon as he perceives your object." 

The man withdrew, and Von Ledig turned 
again to Burr. 

" The next thing on the programme, I sup- 
pose, Mr. Beverly" — he rubbed his hands 
together — " is for us to fix up some kind 
of a story plausible enough to impose on 
Colonel Colby; for, of course, the tale of 
tumbling off the cliff would never go in 
that quarter. Now, I have been thinking, 
and " 

" Pardon me," Burr straightened up to in- 
terrupt; " but you understand, don't you, that 
if Colonel Colby should ask me the direct 
question where I have been and what I have 
been doing, I would have to tell him the 
truth?" 

Von Ledig stiffened in turn, and tossed his 
cigar away. " What's that? " he demanded. 
" You would have to tell him the truth? But 
you are joking, of course? " 

" No," Burr insisted. " I mean just what 
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I say. If the direct question is put to me, 
I shall have to 'fess up." 

" But why? You need not be afraid of be- 
ing found out. I flatter myself that the story 
I have concocted will be " 

But Burr continued to shake his head. " I 
thought you did not understand," he said. 
" Up there at the Academy we have a thing 
called the * Honor of the Corps,' and it is so 
thoroughly instilled into every man who wears 
the gray that no one of us — not even if he saw 
expulsion staring him in the face — would save 
himself at the expense of a lie. 

" I supposed," he went on, a trifle sug- 
gestively, " when you told me you would 
square things with the Supe, that you meant 
to give him substantially the straight facts, 
and let what credit inured to me from the 
aflFair stand as my excuse." 

But it was now Von Ledig's turn to dissent. 
"Oh, no; I couldn't do that," he frowned. 
" This is a matter which I cannot divulge to 
anyone, not even to Colonel Colby; and to 
tell you the truth, he would much prefer not 
to know it. Cadet Alvarez will simply dis- 
appear, and in due course of time it will be 
reported to the authorities at the Academy 
that he ran away in disgust at the rigid rou- 
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tine of the school, and has turned up safe 
at home, while from another source it will 
be intimated that the anarchist plot has been 
quelled, and that no further fears of an out- 
rage need be apprehended. Believe me, Mr. 
Beverly, that will be much more satisfactory 
both to your Government and mine." 

" Probably true," Burr granted ; *' but it 
makes no difference so far as I am concerned. 
As I tell you, if Colonel Colby asks me the 
direct question where I have been and what 
I have been doing — and it's dollars to dough- 
nuts that he will ask me — I can only reply 
with the truth." 

" Very well, then. If that is your final 
decision, I must refuse to intercede in your 
behalf. More than that, sir, I cannot allow 
you to leave my vessel." 

" You mean that I am a prisoner? " Burr 
started up hotly. 

" Oh, let us not employ such unpleasant 
terms." Von Ledig eyed the young fellow 
quizzically as he stroked his blond beard. 
" Let us say, rather, that I am unwilling to 
part with so delightful a guest. 

"Miguel! Pedro 1" The door opened at 
his call, and two of his surly henchmen stood 
revealed. "Mr. Beverly is going to remain 
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with us a while longer," he said with a touch 
of irony; "so you will conduct him, please, 
to his cabin, and show him every attention. 
You both have your pistols, I suppose? 
Good! " as a brace of automatics flashed into 
view. " Do not hesitate to use them, if Mr. 
Beverly should show a disposition to scorn our 
hospitality. 

" And now, my young friend," he addressed 
Burr directly once more, " I am going to give 
you a little season for reflection, in the hope 
that it will bring you to your senses, and that 
when next we meet you will be in a more 
compliant mood. Should you continue obdu- 
rate, though, there are other and perhaps less 
agreeable methods which I can use." 

Burr hesitated a moment; then, in response 
to the beckoning finger of Miguel, he rose 
and stepped toward the door. It was not 
a time to attempt resistance ; they were three 
to his one, and armed. Discretion was mani- 
festly the better part of valor until such junc- 
ture as the odds should become a little more 
propitious. 

" Sensible lad," Von Ledig commented, as 
Bumblebee moved away between his two 
guardians. " I was afraid you might lose 
your head, and compel us to employ force. 
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As long as you behave yourself so well, 
though, I think you will have no reason to 
complain of your treatment." 

And Burr found no real cause to disagree 
with him. The " dungeon cell " to which he 
was assigned was a comfortable stateroom aft. 
True, the heavy portholes were tightly 
screwed down, there was a noticeable absence 
of anything which could conveniently be con- 
verted into a weapon, and the vigilant Miguel 
and Pedro were posted just outside the door; 
but aside from these features, there was noth- 
ing even to suggest the idea of detention. 

Cigars and cigarettes were furnished in pro- 
fusion, the latest papers and magazines were 
on the table, and the hovering Miguel indi- 
cated that he had only to touch the button 
for anything he wanted. 

As with every other captive. Burr's first idea 
was to consider the chances of escape; but 
the most thorough inspection of his new quar- 
ters failed to reveal any loophole through 
which even a mouse could have made a get- 
away ; while cudgel his brains as he might, he 
could figure out no plan or stratagem which 
offered the slightest prospect of success. 

He would simply have to bide his time, in 
the hope that fate would eventually provide 
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him with an opportunity; for the only other 
alternative, that of acceding to Von Ledig's 
proposition, and gaining his freedom by a lie 
to the Supe, never once entered his calcula- 
tions. 

As he had said, the Honor of the Corps is 
something very real to these young officers, 
bred into their very fiber by constant daily 
reminder and by all the tradition of West 
Point for a hundred years or more. It is so 
strong, indeed, that with the seasoned cadet 
the sacrifice of a right hand would come much 
easier than the framing of his lips to a false- 
hood whereby he might expect to profit. 

So, in default of action or any early chance 
for it, so far as he could see. Burr philo- 
sophically resigned himself to the inevitable, 
and, divesting himself of his coat and shoes, 
stretched himself out on the couch for 
a nap. 

It must be remembered that for over forty- 
eight hours he had scarcely closed his eyes in 
sleep, his every moment either under the stiff 
strain of excitement, or else in the most strenu- 
ous activity; and he was worn out both in body 
and mind. With an older man, his anxieties 
would probably have resulted in further wake- 
fulness ; but Burr was at that happy age when 
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troubles slip easily from one's shoulders under 
the spell of physical fatigue. 

With a yawn he turned over on his side, 
burrowed his head down into the pillow, and 
in two seconds was fast asleep. 

Yet his mind, grooved to a habit of tense 
alertness, could not all at once shake off the 
effect of his recent experiences. Presently he 
began to roll and toss, to clench his fists, to 
scowl and grit his teeth; and as his dreams 
grew even more realistic and vivid, he com- 
menced to mumble and mutter, and at last 
to indulge in long snatches of broken conver- 
sation in his sleep. 

He lived again the recent passages which 
had occurred between himself and Nadia, and 
once more ventured upon the appeal to her 
to leave her anarchist associates, which had 
been so sensationally interrupted by the at- 
tempted escape of Alvarez. By turns he 
pleaded, scolded, argued with her, and in the 
land of dreams he must have won his point; 
for he ceased abruptly, and as he half extended 
his arms, a smile of ineffable happiness stole 
across his face. And with that smile still lin- 
gering on his lips, he drifted off into the heavy, 
peaceful slumber of absolute oblivion. 

When he stirred again, it was late in the 
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afternoon, and the shafts of mellow, western 
sunlight were slanting in through his portholes 
in diagonals of gold. For hours he had lain 
without movement other than the rhythmic 
rise and fall of his broad, deep chest; but now 
he hitched up one knee, and half turned over 
on his side. Then after an interval he brushed 
impatiently at his ear as if to banish an annoy- 
ing fly. Again he brushed, and half opened 
his eyes ; but, no, he decided with more fully 
returning consciousness, it was not a fly both- 
ering him, after all. 

Nevertheless, there was a scratching, rus- 
tling sound in the room which had disturbed 
his slumbers, and which, if he had been in his 
quarters at barracks, he would unhesitatingly 
have diagnosed as a mouse in the wastebasket. 

But here there was no wastebasket, nor any 
loose paper for a mouse to frolic through ; and 
he was consequently at a loss to explain the 
phenomenon. Still hardly more than half 
awake, he lay turning over the matter in his 
mind, and casting his eyes about the stateroom 
in an effort to locate the cause of the irritating 
rustle. 

At last, his glance happening to rove up- 
ward, he caught sight of a folded bit of 
paper attached to a string which was being 
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jerked back and forth through the slats of a 
ventilator opening up along the ceiling with 
the evident purpose of attracting his attention. 

There was no more supine inaction for Burr 
Beverly. Quick as a flash he was on his feet, 
and, standing tiptoe on the couch, was reach- 
ing for that scrap of paper. 

It could mean but one thing: He had a 
friend on board who was trying to communi- 
cate with him ; though who that friend could 
be he was unable to imagine. 

Meanwhile, the paper jerking back and 
forth rustled tantalizingly just beyond his 
reach, until at last with an extra vigorous leap 
his fingers closed on it and clutched it, al- 
though in doing so he overbalanced and 
landed with a sprawling thump on the 
floor. 

The door opened, and Miguel popped his 
head somewhat suspiciously inside. 

" Was there anything you wanted, Seflor? " 
he inquired. " I thought I heard a noise." 

" A noise, eh? " Burr rubbed himself rue- 
fully. " Now what would you call it, I won- 
der, if we had struck a floating mine? I must 
have tumbled out of bed." 

He had the presence of mind, however, to 
crumple up in his hand the missive which had 
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been the indirect cause of all the commotion ; 
and Miguel, satisfied by his inspection that 
the prisoner had neither stove out the side of 
the vessel nor poked a hole up through the 
deck, withdrew. 

As a measure of precaution. Burr hung his 
coat over the keyhole to prevent espionage; 
and then, seating himself on the couch, un- 
folded his message. 

It consisted of a brief half dozen lines, 
partly in the nature of a warning, partly of- 
fering an opening for further communication: 

" Be careful not to talk to yourself, or to 
say anything you wish unheard. There is a 
dictaphone connection in your room. Also, if 
you answer this, give me to understand in some 
way that it is really Cadet Beverly who is 
writing." 

There was no signature ; but the handwrit- 
ing with its smack of the fashionable finishing 
school, the crested note paper, the faint, deli- 
cate perfume which clung to it, and, indeed, 
the very nature of its transmission, all revealed 
the authorship of the note to Burr as incon- 
trovertibly as if it had been attested on a stack 
of Bibles. 
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A little desk set into the wall of the state- 
room supplied him with pencil and paper, and 
in less than no time he had fashioned his reply : 

"You are goodness itself to an unhappy 
prisoner, but in future messages please let out 
a little more string. I nearly dislocated my- 
self jumping after the last one. For proof 
that Cadet Beverly is writing, I append the 
words * Guard line.' Will you not give me 
reciprocal evidence that I am not a victim of 
misplaced confidence? " 

Then setting a chair on the bed, and mount- 
ing on this, he managed to affix his reply to 
the end of string still dangling through the 
ventilator, and, giving a little jerk on the cord 
as a signal to pull away, descended to wait 
results. 

So long a time he sat there with his eyes 
glued to the little square of the ventilator 
frame that he began to think the return mes- 
sage was never coming. 

" She must have gotten over her huff at the 
tackle I gave Alvarez," he muttered. " Else 
she wouldn't be interesting herself in whether 
I was doing * con ' or not." " Doing con " is 
the West Point synonym for close confinement 
to quarters. 
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Another interval passed without develop- 
ments, and Burr began to fidget rather 
anxiously in his chair. 

"Now I wonder if anyone could possibly 
be stringing me on this deal? " he pondered. 
"It would be just like Von Ledig to try some 
sneaking trick like that on me, in the hopes 
that I might have something up my sleeve 
that I would give away. 

"No," as he drew out the brief note he 
had received and sniffed anew its deli- 
cate, identifying fragrance. " I'll bet all 
my chances for a commission — or would,, 
if they weren't so slim as to be prac- 
tically imperceptible — that this is from 
Nadia. 

"Nadial" he murmured rapturously. 
" The sweetest, dearest name " 

He caught himself up abruptly, clapping 
his hand over his mouth in a semi-panic; for 
only now did he recall the warning she had 
sent him in regard to the dictaphone, and here 
he had been babbling out all his thoughts for 
the last five minutes or more. 

Reminded thus of the presence of the me- 
chanical eavesdropper, however, he was im- 
pelled to institute a search for it, and after 
a rather exhaustive hunt finally succeeded in 
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locating it cunningly concealed behind the 
couch upon which he had been lying. 

" Well, we'll spike the enemy's guns in that 
particular, at least," he muttered, as he leaned 
over and a trifle vindictively wrenched loose 
the shallow, disklike receiver. 

He had just completed this task, when his 
attention was attracted by a renewed rustling 
at the ventilator opening, and, glancing 
quickly up, he saw with a spasm of glad- 
relief the reply swinging down toward 
him. 

Hurriedly he grabbed at it, and then re- 
alized the reason for the length of time which 
had been consumed over it; for it was an ex- 
tended epistle consisting of several sheets of 
closely written note paper. 

" I have warned you of the dictaphone," he 
read, " and yet it is the direct cause of my 
writing this to you, and, indeed, the only 
means by which I could have learned of your 
present plight, since I was told by both 
Madame Von Ledig and her husband that 
you had been put ashore. 

" I had gone into Mr. Von Ledig's cabin to 
demand an explanation for his imprisonment 
of my cousin, Juan Alvarez, and to protest 
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against the brutal treatment he was so obvi- 
ously receiving. 

" Mr. Von Ledig was trying to convince me 
that Juan had gone violently insane, and that 
it was at the instance of the officers of the 
Academy he had been brought aboard in or- 
der that he might be transported home with- 
out scandal or publicity; but while he was 
still laboring to impose this silly story 
upon me, he was summoned to the wireless 
house, and, saying he would be gone only 
a moment or two, bade me await his 
return. 

" Then, as I sat there, I was suddenly star- 
tled by the sound of heavy breathing so clear 
and distinct that it seemed as if the sleeper 
must be almost at my elbow. I looked around, 
but could see no one, nor any place where 
a person might be concealed, and began to 
believe that I must have been deceived by 
some noise of the yacht's machinery, when, lo 
and behold 1 1 heard a voice speaking which I 
immediately recognized as yours. It was 
hardly more than a lot of inarticulate mut- 
terings — but what passed my comprehension 
was how I could possibly be hearing you 
speak when you were up at the cadets' camp, 
a good two miles away. 
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" But all at once the solution came to me. 
I had been lied to. You were not ashore as 
I had been told, but there on the yacht, held 
a prisoner like Juan, and evidently somewhere 
close at hand. Yet, knowing the arrangement 
of that part of the boat, I was unable to see 
how that could be true, either. Directly ad- 
joining Mr. Von Ledig's suite run the cabins 
occupied by Madame Von Ledig and myself, 
while on the other side is the music saloon 
and the library. It was inconceivable that 
you should be confined in any of these; yet 
your voice reached me too distinctly to be 
farther away. 

" I noticed, however, a faint threadiness to 
the tone which reminded me of listening to 
someone over the telephone, and, gathering a 
clew from that, I finally traced the bewilder- 
ing sounds to an innocent-looking instrument 
underneath the table. Mr. Von Ledig, pre- 
paring to play eavesdropper on you, had evi- 
dently forgotten to cut oiff the connection when 
he left the room. 

" Meanwhile, your snatches of talk had be- 
come less rambling and disconnected, and, as 
I listened to you, I was suddenly surprised to 
hear you address yourself directly to me, and 
make an eloquent plea to me to forsake an- 
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archy and the anarchists. At first, I could 
hardly believe my ears ; and then, as I began 
to think, I saw how circumstances and per- 
haps some cunning manipulation had led us 
both into an egregious error. 

" For I am no more an adherent of the 
Reds or of their theories than are you, Mr. 
Beverly; and I as strongly suspected you of 
being one as you suspected me. In fact, I be- 
lieved you to be the treacherous ' inside agent ' 
without whose connivance the whole plot must 
collapse. 

"And now for an explanation of some of 
the circumstances which have misled you in 
regard to me. My first knowledge of and 
association with this affair dates from an in- 
terview which I happened to overhear a few 
weeks ago between my father and Mr. Von 
Ledig in the library of the embassy at Wash- 
ington. I was in an alcove reading at the 
time, and as I was concealed by heavy cur- 
tains, neither of them dreamed of my pres- 
ence; while afterwards, when I gathered the 
purport of their conversation, I was too fright- 
ened to make it knowm 

" They discussed the conspiracy — evidently 
a familiar topic between them — at consider- 
able length, and then Von Ledig, with some 
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hesitation, told my father that he had a rather 
startling discovery to report. 

" He said that through his spies he had 
learned of my Cousin Juan's active affiliation 
with the Reds, and added that he had every 
reason to believe the boy had been persuaded 
into placing the explosive which was to blow 
up the principal buildings of the Academy. 

" My father flew into a frightful temper 
at this, and demanded proofs of such an ac- 
cusation; but broke down and wept like a 
child when Von Ledig produced a member- 
ship roll of one of the circles with Juan's sig- 
nature attached to it. He threatened to go to 
West Point on the first train and shoot Juan 
down like a dog; but finally agreed, in order 
to save scandal and family disgrace, to keep 
hands off, and let Von Ledig handle the 
matter. 

" Von Ledig's information, so he said, was 
to the effect that a quantity of dynamite was 
to be buried at a convenient spot somewhere 
near West Point, and then conveyed to the 
different buildings by Juan in such quantities 
as were required until all was in readiness. 
Then, upon a given date, Juan was to light 
the fuses, and the work of destruction would 
be accomplished. He proposed, therefore, 
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that he should go up to West Point on his 
yacht as if merely taking a cruise, and on his 
arrival should with his men proceed to shadow 
Juan until they had unquestionable evidence 
of his guilt, when they would quietly abduct 
him aboard the vessel, and there wring from 
him the names of his associates and the full 
details of the scheme. After that, Von Ledig 
said, Juan would be quietly spirited back 
home, and there dealt with by his own people. 

" As you may imagine, I was dumf ounded 
at hearing such a revelation — dumfounded 
and distressed — and, after considering the 
matter for several days, I decided to try and 
save my cousin from the abyss toward which 
he was so recklessly heading. I had always 
been rather a favorite of his, and I was confi- 
dent that if he could be brought to listen to 
anyone, it would be me. 

" So I accepted an invitation which Ma- 
dame Von Ledig had extended to me some 
time before to join them on their summer 
cruise, and thus came with them to West 
Point. 

" I found difficulty, however, in obtaining a 
chance to talk with Juan alone. Madame Von 
Ledig seemed persistently to balk my every 
effort in that direction, and I began to de- 
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spair that I should ever accomplish it until 
it was too late. 

" Then, through my deep affection for my 
cousin, another idea suggested itself to me: 
I managed, during Mr. Von Ledig's absence 
from the yacht, to enter his cabin, open the 
safe, and make an inspection of his private pa- 
pers. There was a packet labeled ' West Point 
Plot,' and right on top was a diagram or key 
showing the location of the dynamite cache 
of which Mr. Von Ledig had spoken to my 
father. 

" My course at last seemed plain. Copy- 
ing off the diagram carefully on a card, I left 
the papers as I found them, and persuaded 
Madame Von Ledig to accompany me ashore 
and spend the night with me at the hotel. 

" Then, as the proper hour drew near, I 
slipped from my room, stole out of the hotel, 
and set forth to find the buried dynamite and 
throw it into the river, thus delaying any ac- 
tion on Juan's part until I had a chance to 
persuade him to abandon his mad project. 
But, alas, my well-intentioned endeavor was 
frustrated by your vigilance, and I had to 
retire from the field defeated. 

" The very next morning, however, I hap- 
pened by pure good luck to secure a private in- 
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terview with Juan ; but when I broached the 
subject of an affiliation between him and the 
Reds, he fairly stormed at me for even voicing 
such an imputation. Then, when I told him of 
the suspicions entertained against him, and re- 
peated by Von Ledig to my father, he almost 
collapsed. Yet there was nothing in his at- 
titude at any time to give an impression of 
detected guilt or of any fear of the conse- 
quences. He swore to me that he was being 
hideously maligned, and I believed him. 

" Then he sat with his head in his hands for 
a long time, silently considering the situation ; 
and at last sprang up, declaring that he had 
found the solution. * It is Von Ledig!' he 
cried. ' He is an anarchist himself, and is 
merely throwing suspicion on me in order to 
cover his own tracks. But I'll beat him yet,' 
he said, and, turning to me, he demanded the 
key to the location of the dynamite cache. 

" I told him that I could not give it to him, 
I had lost it somewhere ; but that I knew the 
directions practically by heart. So I copied 
it down for him from memory on the back 
of an envelope, and then he admitted to me 
that he intended to follow the same plan as 
I had evolved. He would go to the cache 
that night, he said, rifle it of its contents, and 
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dump them into the river. ' That will hold 
Mr. Von Ledig and his friends for a day or 
two at least/ he said ; ' and in the meantime 
I shall get into communication with my uncle, 
and set the machinery in motion to have him 
shown up as he deserves. You failed in your 
enterprise, Nadia, because you did not know 
the lay of the land, and how to run the guard; 
but I shall win. By to-morrow morning 
there'll be some very sad-looking Anarchistas, 
and a lot of high explosive will be feeding 
the fishes.' 

"That is about all there is to tell, Mr. 
Beverly. You know the rest. But, although I 
scouted the idea at first, I have become con- 
vinced by every circumstance that has taken 
place, and by a thousand things in addition — 
unimportant in themselves, but significant as 
a whole — that Mr. Von Ledig is what Juan 
claims, the secret head and director of this 
far-reaching conspiracy. 

" You and I must circumvent him. There 
is no one else. I await your suggestions." 

Beverly finished the letter; then sprang to 
his feet, and commenced agitatedly pacing 
the floor. 

" By Jove, she is right," he groaned. " Von 
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Ledig is the man. And, what is worse, there's 
nothing in the way to prevent him from strik- 
ing when and how he chooses. He has the full 
confidence of all the officers, and can come 
and go on the reservation as he pleases, while 
the only three people who could say a word 
against him are all mewed up on this blessed 
boat of his, safe under his paw." 

The dull, reverberating roar of a cannon — 
the sunset gun — interrupted his musings, and 
he stepped to the porthole to flatten his face 
against the glass. Up there on the hill where 
the lights were beginning to twinkle out pa- 
rade was over, the colors had fluttered down, 
all was heedlessness and gayety. Burr gazed 
at the wide-flung panorama extending along 
the edge of the cliff with its towers and monu- 
ments and granite buildings; and his face 
contorted with pain. 

" And perhaps by to-morrow morning," he 
said solemnly, " all that will be a scrap heap." 



CHAPTER X 
S. O. S. 

Burr stepped back from the porthole, and, 
standing by the table, dropped his head into 
his hands. 

He could visualize in imagination the ter- 
rible disaster which would result from the let- 
ting go of such a quantity of dynamite at one 
time — the belching flame and thunderous, det- 
onating roar of a dozen explosions, walls top- 
pling and crashing amid clouds of rolling, 
yellow smoke, great holes scooped out of the 
earth where massive buildings had stood but 
a moment before, and over all the shrieks of 
the wounded and dying, his classmates and 
fellow-members of the Corps. 

And it was no imaginary picture, as he well 
knew ; it was a reality that was only too tragi- 
cally imminent. 

How did he know but that Von Ledig and 
his associates were planning the cataclysm for 
that very night? There was no reason for 
them to delay. The dynamite was in their 

X57 
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hands; the archplotter's intimacy with the su- 
perintendent and officers gave him practically 
iPree access to any part of the reservation ; and 
they had succeeded in cunningly providing a 
scapegoat in the person of 'the unfortunate 
Alvarez. What reason, then, was there to 
believe that they would longer withhold their 
hand? 

And pitted against this fanatical gang with 
all the resources of craft and organization and 
money that Von Ledig was able to furnish 
were only two striplings — both helpless pris- 
oners, at that — and a girl. 

Yet something must be done. Some effort 
must at least be made. He could not let 
Von Ledig and his mob get away with this 
thing absolutely unhindered. Self-preserva- 
tion, if nothing else, urged that; since it was 
hardly likely that such a witness as himself 
would be allowed to remain unsilenced. 

Yes ; the old adage of " Dead men tell no 
tales " would undoubtedly be applied to him- 
self and Alvarez — and to Nadia, too. 

He tried to flog his numbed wits into action ; 
but in vain. All he could see was that he and 
Alvarez were prisoners without chance of es- 
cape, while Nadia, too, no doubt, was under 
the closest kind of surveillance to prevent her 
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leaving the vessel. And of all the world, they 
three alone knew of the peril impending over 
the doomed post, and suspected the true char- 
acter of the man who was plotting it. 

Arguing that the end justified the means. 
Burr stepped to the door and informed the 
stolid Miguel that he wished to speak to his 
master. 

Miguel expressed regret, but announced 
that Mr. Von Ledig was too busy to be seen. 

" But I must see him," insisted Burr. " Tell 
him," eagerly, " that I have changed my mind, 
that I am ready now to go ashore with him, 
and that I'll back up any sort of old fish story 
that he wants to put across." 

He intended, of course, to repudiate this 
agreement as soon as he got into the presence 
of the Superintendent; but the wily Miguel 
was not to be deceived by any false pretenses. 

" I am sorry," he said with curt finality, 
" but your message will have to wait until 
to-morrow morning." To-morrow morning I 
And who could say what might not happen be- 
fore then? 

" Mr. Von Ledig is very busily engaged to- 
night," Miguel added, with what seemed to 
Burr a grim significance, " and cannot be dis- 
turbed under any pretext." 
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The man's tone and manner, together with 
his careful choice of English, confirmed Burr 
in a suspicion which had already been aroused 
that he was no menial, but that he and, in 
fact, all the other employees on the yacht, were 
members of the conspiracy, merely assuming 
a part. 

He must try to marshal his thoughts in more 
orderly fashion, Beverly decided, to apply 
his military training to the problem in hand. 

What, then, was the first thing that the com- 
mander of an insufficient force would do in 
the face of an overwhelming enemy? Why, 
to try and learn the intentions of his oppo- 
nents, of course; so as to win, if possible, by 
strategy over the other's superior numbers. 

Ah, but how was it possible to learn the 
enemy's intentions when one, so to speak, was 
locked up in the closet? If only it was him- 
self, instead of Nadia, who had the run of the 

ship at this juncture 1 But as it was He 

gave a gesture of despair. 

Then came the revulsion. Like one over 
whose head the dark waters have closed, and 
who has gone down, down, down until his 
feet have touched the bottom, he turned by 
very instinct and sought to fight his way back 
to the light and air. 
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"Pshaw!" he scolded himself. "There's 
always a way out of every difficulty, if one 
has only the wit and patience to find it; and 
there's a way here, too. 

" There must be a way," he insisted, jam- 
ming his clenched fist down into the pocket 
of his coat. 

As he did so, his knuckles came into con- 
tact with something hard and smooth and 
round, and a second later, with his fingers clos- 
ing over this object, the solution he was seek- 
ing came to him. 

Hurriedly he sat down and indited a note 
to Nadia for transmission through the venti- 
lator : 

"Your revelation appalls me, but also 
causes me great happiness in the knowledge 
that at last all trace of misunderstanding has 
been swept away from between us. That I 
could so have misjudged you, even had the 
evidence been ten times as strong, only shows 
how big a fool a fellow can make of himself 
when he tries. However, we won't waste time 
on post-mortems; the job on hand now is to 
defeat the plans of our friend, and, as you 
say, it is up to you and me to do it. I'll con- 
fess that the proposition rather staggered me 
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just at first. Being neither big enough to an- 
nihilate the two husky sentinels at my door- 
way, nor little enough to crawl through the 
ventilator opening, I didn't quite see how I 
was going to accomplish much. 

" But an idea has come to me which may 
serve as a starter to our campaign. 

" It is essential, of course, that we should 
know just what the other side is up to — when 
and how they are planning to pull off their 
infernal undertaking — in order successfully to 
checkmate them; so what I propose is that 
we use on them the dictaphone they have so 
conveniently placed at our disposal, instead 
of allowing them to use it on us. 

"We may assume with practical certainty 
that all important conferences or discussions 
among them will take place in Von Ledig's 
cabin, and therefore, if you could manage by 
any stratagem to get in there and change the 
attachment for the one I am sending you, later 
returning to me the one you take off, I think 
the trick would be turned. 

"Of course, the ticklish part is in your 
hands; but I have faith somehow that with 
your cleverness you will be able to accom- 
plish it undetected. At least, that is what I 
am counting on — ^your cleverness — and on that 
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alone to win the day for us, and to beat Von 
Ledig at his game." 

Then adding a few mechanical directions 
to guide her in readjusting the instrument, he 
wrapped in with his note the disklike receiver 
he had removed from the wall, and sent both 
rustling up through the ventilator. 

A half hour of anxious suspense followed. 
Would she or could she do what he asked of 
her? Was it not more than likely at this 
crucial time that Von Ledig would stick to 
his cabin like a general to his headquarters 
during a battle, receiving reports from his 
subordinates, and issuing directions? Yet, 
supposing that fortune favored her so far as 
to gain an entrance to the place, and that she 
were thoroughly competent for the task, what 
if she should be discovered tampering with 
the apparatus? Certainly, these desperate 
men would exact reprisals for so hostile an 
act. They might even shoot her on the spot. 
True, she was the daughter of the Aureatan 
ambassador ; but this was not a crowd which 
seemed to stand much in awe of dignitaries. 
The fact that he himself was the son of Henry 
G. Beverly had not seemed to deter them from 
doing with him just about as they pleased. 
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Was he not wrong, then, Burr worried, to 
expose her to such a risk? If harm should 
come to her as a result of it, he should never 
be able to forgive himself. 

At last, though, his gloomy forebodings 
were interrupted by the rattling of a little 
packet through the opening up by the ceiling, 
and, eagerly snatching at it, he was delighted 
to find within the audiphone he had asked 
her to secure, while upon the paper inclosing 
it was written, in a hurried scrawl : 

"Victory I I made an excuse to leave the 
table, and did it while they were at dinner. I 
must return to the dining-room now, but will 
be back as soon as possible for any further 
instructions you may have." 

With an easier mind. Burr quickly con- 
nected the attachment she had brought to the 
loose ends of wire behind his couch, and 
again escaped detection by only the narrow- 
est sort of margin; for he was in the very 
act of rising up from his completed task 
when the door clicked and Miguel popped in 
with his dinner. Had there not been a mo- 
mentary delay due to the handling of the tray. 
Burr would almost certainly have been caught. 
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He yawned ostentatiously and stretched 
himself; then glanced appreciatively over the 
array of dishes. 

"Hardly prisoner's fare, is it, Miguel?" 
he commented lightly. " Whatever else I may 
grouch over in my present situation, I sure 
can't kick on the meals." 

A satiric smile twisted the sentinel's grim 
face. 

" It is customary, I believe," he said, as he 
left the room, " to serve nothing but the best 
to the condemned." 

Burr, with a sudden distaste for food, 
pushed his plate away. 

" Gruesome brand of humor, that * file ' 
has," he complained. " And the worst of it 
is that I don't believe he was joking." 

Eventually, however, his sturdy West Point 
appetite triumphed over the qualms aroused 
by Miguel's significant repartee, and after a 
hearty meal he looked upon the world again 
with more optimistic eye. 

"Well, I'm a long way from dead yet," 
he muttered, " as some people may find out 
before I get through with them." 

His cheerfulness was increased, too, a short 
time later, by the receipt of a note from Nadia, 
informing him that she had managed to se- 
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cure two electric flash lamps, and asking him 
if there was not some way whereby she could 
signal with them to the shore. 

" Great Scott 1 " ejaculated Burr. " How in 
the world did I ever come to overlook so sim- 
ple a scheme? That little girl is worth a 
whole brigade of dunderheads like myself. 
Can she signal with those flash lamps? Why, 
there isn't a kay-det in the Corps who can't 
translate the S. O. S. message that I'll fix 
up for her, and some one of them is sure to 
sight it. Oh, I guess Mr. Von Ledig isn't done 
for now," executing an involuntary jig step 
or two in the exuberance of his spirits, " when 
inside of half an hour we'll have the whole 
shooting match out here, from the Supe 
down, wanting to know what fori" 

Hastily he transcribed a few simple instruc- 
tions in wigwagging — sufficient to enable her 
to flash : " Help 1 Save me I Come quickly! " 
— and sent them to her. More of a message, 
he thought, might prove confusing to her, and 
if this failed to bring aid, it could be supple- 
mented by another one later on. Besides, in 
view of the international character of the af- 
fair, it might be well to reserve extended ex- 
planations for the ear of Colonel Colby alone. 

Then, stationing himself at the porthole. 
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which, as already indicated, commanded a 
view of the western shore of the river, he 
waited. 

Miguel came in to remove the dinner 
dishes, and seeing the position of his charge, 
took occasion rather clumsily to make sure that 
the porthole was still screwed down tight, and 
not in the way of being tampered with. Nor 
was he content to leave the room even then; 
but dillydallied over getting his tray together, 
manifestly fidgeting and uneasy, and watching 
Burr out of the corner of his eye. 

" There's an opening in the floor that maybe 
you don't know about, Miguel," observed the 
latter soberly. 

" Whatl " Miguel gave a start. 

" Yes ; one around the steam pipe that pos- 
sibly a fair-sized ant could squeeze through." 

Miguel, flushing angrily, rattled his dishes 
together, and beat a hurried retreat under the 
fire of Burr's jeering laughter. 

Beverly gave a happy chuckle. He had 
scored in return for that rather nasty slap 
about the quality of his dinner. In addition, 
he had learned how to get Miguel's goat. 
Probably the fellow would not be so fresh 
after this about popping into the room at every 
conceivable opportunity. 
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During all this time, however, he never re- 
moved his gaze from the line of wooded cliflf, 
behind which, he knew, stood the white tents 
of the cadet encampment; and presently his 
vigil was rewarded. For out of the darkness 
at the top twinkled the gleam of a lantern 
swinging in rhythmic passes which, to Burr's 
practised eye, spoke as plainly as print. It 
was the answer to Nadia's appeal. 

"What's wrong?" demanded the lantern; 
but Nadia, knowing only the parrotlike rote 
she had been taught, could but reply with 
her original: "Help! Save mel Come 
quickly 1 " 

Another interval ensued; then Burr drew 
a long breath of relief, as from the hilltop 
flashed back the reassuring message: "All 
right. We're coming 1" For once, oflSicial 
West Point had decided to take a chance. 

Yet it seemed to Burr as if oflSicial West 
Point had never been in less of a hurry. The 
slow moments dragged by in irksome inac- 
tivity, while he waited and listened for the 
dip of oars, or the chug-chug of a launch to 
announce the arrival of the rescue force. 

" Some surprise party for old Yellow Whis- 
kers! " he had gleefully greeted the encourag- 
ing promise of the lantern; but as tardy cen- 
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turies seemed to slip over his head with abso- 
lutely nothing doing, he began to wonder if 
possibly the surprise might not be on someone 
else. What was the matter, he questioned fev- 
erishly, that they did not come? Had any- 
thing happened? Could the people up at the 
post have reneged for any reason ? Surely they 
should be here by this time, if they were 
coming. 

Why, too, he asked, did no word come from 
Nadia? She ought to know that he was burn- 
ing with suspense, eager to learn each new 
development; yet not a line or scrap had 
reached him from her since the signaling, and 
that was ages and aeons ago. 

Then on his superheated imaginings fell 
two slow strokes from the deep-throated ship's 
bell, and he staggered back almost incredu- 
lously. 

Only nine o'clock. Why, it could not have 
been more than thirty minutes since West 
Point had flashed its assurance of aid — scant 
time enough to organize an expeditionary 
force, get down to the landing, and make the 
journey out to the yacht. He had simply been 
letting his nerves run away with him; that 
was all that was the matter, Burr chided him- 
self severely. 
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In an effort to exercise restraint, he ceased 
his restless pacings, and forced himself to lie 
down on the couch while he counted off the 
slow seconds with a full sweep of the arm 
to each like the referee at a prize fight. 

He had gone to " sixty " four times in the 
course of this pastime, and had reached 
" twenty-eight " on the fifth tally, when he 
suddenly started as if a bee ambushed in his 
pillow had engaged the back of his neck at 
close quarters. 

It was not a bee, however, that had dis- 
turbed his monotonous notation, but a voice 
seemingly speaking at his very ear. More 
than that, it was the unmistakable voice of 
Colonel Colby. 

For a second Burr could only stare in be- 
wildered amazement; then with a belated rec- 
ollection of the dictaphone he had so pains- 
takingly reversed, he burrowed his head 
quickly down against the side of the wall, and 
listened. 

Yes ; there could be no doubt that it was the 
instrument, for now he caught an echo of Von 
Ledig's loud laugh, as he bade his visitor wel- 
come, and effusively urged him to make him- 
self at home. He was, if anything, just a trifle 
too effusive, and possibly the Colonel noted it 
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"Thank you," the latter rejoined curtly; 
" but I am not here in a social way to-night." 

" Surely, though, you will join me in a lit- 
tle refreshment? " 

Burr could almost see the florid wave of 
his hand toward the cellaret and the open box 
of cigars upon the table. 

" Thank you ; nothing." There was no re- 
laxation of military rigidity, if one could 
judge by t|ie Colonel's tone. " All that I de- 
sire, sir, is some explanation of the occurrences 
that have been taking place aboard this ves- 
sel. I was brought out here, with a half 
dozen of my subordinates and a boatload of 
men, by a frantic appeal for help ; yet when I 
arrive, your oflSicer in charge reports to me 
that the yacht is in perfect trim, and that there 
has been no accident or emergency of any 
sort." 

"A frantic appeal for help?" Von Ledig 
repeated. There was no doubt of the genuine- 
ness of his surprise. 

" Exactly so. And I want to know what it 
means. If it's a practical joke, I can only say 
that, if you knew about it, it shows extremely 
poor taste on your part, and if you didn't, an 
almost culpable laxity of discipline ; that is," 
he lowered his voice a trifle, " in view of the 
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things that are in the air now, and the rather 
peculiar position you yourself occupy. We 
could hardly fail to respond to such a signal as 
we received, even if it had been more irregu- 
lar than it was ; but I want you to understand 
that I strongly resent being called out on any 
such cry of, * Wolf 1 Wolf 1 ' and consider it an 
affront both to my Government and myself." 

" A signal, you say? " Von Ledig broke in 
quickly. " What sort of a signal? " 

" A flash-light signal from the deck of your 
yacht, several times repeated. I did not see 
it myself, but Lieutenant Burnaby, one of our 
instructors, did, and he assures me there could 
be no mistake either as to the quarter from 
which the message came, or as to its tenor." 

" Ah ! And what was the tenor of the mes- 
sage? " 

" It was in conventional code, and ran : 
* Helpl Save me! Come quickly I ' or some- 
thing to that effect. Burnaby reported to me, 
moreover, that the sender seemed to be labor- 
ing under a strong excitement, as the flashes 
were shaky, and despite the fact that he caught 
up a lantern and signaled again and again to 
ask what was the matter, he could get no 
answer save the same urgent call for aid. I 
may add that since coming aboard I have 
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questioned Lieutenant Burnaby again^ and he 
still insists the flashes could have come only 
from this yacht." 

" And Lieutenant Burnaby is perfectly cor- 
rect," granted Von Ledig quietly. 

" You admit, then, that you knew of this 
appeal?" 

" No. I was in complete ignorance in re- 
gard to the matter, until I learned of it from 
you." 

" But you have reason to suspect someone? " 

" Yes," assented Von Ledig. 

" Then let me tell you, sir, that your respon- 
sibility is as great as if you had actually 
directed the sending of this bogus communi- 
cation. You are the owner of this vessel, and 
engaged upon such serious business as you 
are, you ought to have seen to it that no one 
on board would dare to perpetrate a piece of 
such reprehensible foolery. You may dis- 
miss it lightly as a mere prank on the part of 
some skylarking member of your crew, but 
before you are through, I think you will 
find " 

" Pardon me. Colonel ; but I have not said 
that I believed it a prank or practical joke," 
the other interrupted. " As a matter of fact, 
I do not. Neither do I lay the responsibility 
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to any member of my crew. They are all 
picked men who have been with me for years." 

" What, then, do you mean? That the mes- 
sage was bona fide, and that the yacht itself, 
or some of you people on her, were in actual 
danger? " 

" No ; nor that, either." Von Ledig hesi- 
tated a moment. " In fact. Colonel, you com- 
pel me to touch upon a very distressing and 
delicate matter." He paused again. " If I 
go farther, may I rely upon your absolute 
secrecy? " 

" Only so far as I may feel justified in grant- 
ing it, when I am acquainted with the facts." 

"Yes; I suppose that is all I can properly 
ask. I am forced to trust you. When you 
hear whiat I have to say, however. Colonel, you 
will comprehend how loath I am to speak. 
It concerns the daughter of the Aureatan 
ambassador." 

"Senorita de la Paz?" 

Von Ledig gave assent. " You know, I sup- 
pose, that she has been the guest of Madame 
Von Ledig and myself for the past week or 
two?" 

" I had heard so ; yes. But let me tell you, 
Mr. Von Ledig, that I consider you just as 
much responsible for the misconduct of a guest 
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as for the members of your crew; and that 
goes, if she were the daughter of an emperor." 

Listening at the other end of the dictaphone, 
Burr could scarce forbear to cheer. " Good, 
old Supe!" he murmured gleefully. "Our 
foxy friend will have to get up pretty early in 
the morning to put one over on him. Now, if I 
know anything, there'll be a demand to see 
Nadia, and then our side will go to bat." 

He halted, and composed' himself again 
to an attitude of breathless attention ; for Von 
Ledig had resumed speaking. 

" You mistake, my dear Colonel," his voice 
rose sharply. " If this were the mere thought- 
less hoax of a madcap girl, I should cheer- 
fully accept the responsibility of which you 
speak. But no man is responsible for the va- 
garies of a lunatic ! " 

Colonel Colby audibly recoiled. " A luna- 
tic?" he gasped. "You don't mean to tell 
me that Senorita de la Paz is insane? " 

" Ever since her arrival," Von Ledig re- 
joined, "my wife and I have noticed that 
Nadia was restless, moody, unlike herself. We 
tried in every way to quiet her and divert 
her mind; but unfortunately, through over- 
hearing some talk not intended for her ears, 
she gained an inkling of this anarchist plot. 
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and became unduly excited in regard to it. 
Within the past two days she has broken out 
into violent mania, and as is usual in such 
cases holds her best friends in suspicion and 
distrust. Her chief delusion is that I am 
the leader of the anarchists, and that every- 
one else on board except herself is in some 
way connected with the plot. It would be 
laughable, if it were not so pitiful." 

" And it was she who sent us this misleading 
message? " 

" I am positive of it. She escaped from 
her room this evening at dinner time through 
the negligence of one of the maids, and when 
we found her some fifteen or twenty minutes 
later, she was raving up and down the deck, 
shrieking that she had baffled our infamous de- 
signs, and was going to save the Academy from 
destruction. I could not imagine at the time 
what she meant, and confess that I paid but 
little heed, but as soon as I learned your er- 
rand aboard, I realized what she had been up 
to." 

Colonel Colby's voice showed how shocked 
he was. " Such a beautiful, high-spirited 
girl," he muttered. " Why, she has been the 
idol of official Washington. It is a tragedy. 

" But are you doing nothing for her in the 
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way of treatment? " he inquired. " It may be 
only a temporary derangement, you know." 

" That is what we are hoping," returned the 
hypocritical Teuton. " We have had one of 
the best-known specialists in New York up 
to see her, and he prescribes salt air and sun- 
shine as the best possible cure. With her fa- 
ther's consent, we are going to take her for 
a long, long cruise outside, as soon as this 
business here comes to a head. 

"Would you like to see her," he added, 
" just merely to convince yourself in regard 
to this affair to-night? I am sure that a half- 
minute's talk with her would " 

" Entirely unnecessary," the Colonel de- 
murred quickly. " I understand, too, the de- 
sirability of silence, and shall say nothing 
as to the real identity of the sender of the 
appeal, either in satisfying the curiosity of my 
subordinates or in my official report on the 
incident. Pray convey my sympathy to Ma- 
dame Von Ledig ; and if I have said anything 
to you to-night which appeared offensive, I 
beg to apologize. I have been rather sorely 
tried to-day, and I suppose my nerves must 
be on edge. A couple of our best-known 
cadets have disappeared, you must understand, 
and we are commencing to grow anxious." 
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" You mean that they have run away? " de- 
manded Von Ledig. 

" We hardly know what to think. We have 
made inquiries in every direction, but so far 
have failed to find the slightest trace of them. 
They seem literally to have vanished into thin 



air." 



The voices of the two men grew fainter, the 
sound of their footsteps could be heard cross- 
ing the floor, then came the closing of the 
cabin door. 

Colonel Colby, his farewells exchanged 
with Von Ledig at the rail, paused halfway 
in his descent to his waiting launch, and 
frowned uncertainly. The yacht owner's 
story was plausible enough ; yet somehow the 
Colonel could not shake off an uneasy feeling 
that he had been tricked. He hesitated, half 
of a mind to return and satisfy himself of the 
girl's condition by a personal interview as 
Von Ledig had suggested; but to do so now 
would be rather awkward, and, besides, it was 
after nine o'clock, and to disturb and excite 
her, if she were settled for the night, might 
result in very serious consequences. 

" It would be better, at any rate, to wait 
until to-morrow," the Colonel decided, and 
went on down to the launch. 
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Burr Beverly, listening to the chug-chug of 
the motor as it headed away across the river, 
back to the landing, could only grit his teeth 
and claw vindictively at the air in a chagrined 
and eloquent silence. 

Then, relaxing, he collapsed in a huddle 
across the couch. " What's the use? " he mut- 
tered dully. " What's the use? " 



CHAPTER XI 
A FORCED CONFESSION 

Burr lay there inert for just the length of 
time it required Von Ledig to finish seeing his 
visitor off and return to his cabin. Then he 
galvanized again into attention — an attention 
more strained and tense even than he had 
shown before — for over the dictaphone he 
could hear Von Ledig addressing one of the 
stewards. 

" Ask Madame Von Ledig and Senorita de 
la Paz to come here, please," he told the man, 
and Burr noted that all the geniality seemed to 
have been squeezed out of his voice. There 
was a quality in it now that was sinister and 
menacing. One could picture the face that 
went with that voice as grown suddenly harsh 
and brutal and repulsive. 

Alarmed by it, apprehensive of what was 
about to take place. Burr hung above the re- 
ceiver, all his faculties so centered in the one 
of hearing that for the moment he might have 
been metamorphosed into a gigantic ear. 

z8o 
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So alertly was he listening that he was con- 
scious of Nadia's presence the very moment 
she entered the room, and before a single word 
had been spoken by either herself or her 
chaperon. 

Then he caught Madame Von Ledig's per- 
turbed bleat, as she inquired timidly of her 
husband why they had been sent for. 

" You for no reason at all, my dear," Von 
Ledig answered. " I sent for Nadia in order 
to ask her a few questions." 

In the silence that followed, a vision of the 
room and its occupants rose before Burr's 
mind almost as accurately as if the dictaphone 
had been fitted with a photo-telegraphic 
attachment. 

He could see Von Ledig leaning forward in 
his chair, a black scowl replacing his usual 
mask of jovial good humor, and Madame Von 
Ledig shrinking timorously like some plump 
guinea pig before the cold menace of his man- 
ner, while Nadia, straight and slim as a young 
birch tree, braved defiantly the gathering tem- 
pest of his anger. 

"What do you wish to know?" she 
asked. 

" What do I wish to know? " he mimicked. 
'' Ach, how innocent you are! I want to know 
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a good many things ; but first of all, what busi- 
ness you had to come sneaking in here during 
my absence, and transcribe my private pa- 
pers?'' 

" And what evidence have you that I ever 
did such a thing? '' 

" Evidence? " he snarled. " Why, you little 
fool, Alvarez, the rat, has made a full confes- 
sion, and has handed over the chart you gave 
him copied in your own hand," 

" In my own hand? " She gave a low laugh 
of derision. 

" Well, at any rate, drawn by him from in- 
formation furnished, as he admits, by you,'' 
he amended hastily. 

" You seem curiously uncertain on the point, 
considering that you are well acquainted with 
my handwriting," she commented. 

There was a note of triumph in her voice, 
which told volumes to Burr. Evidently she 
had wanted to find out whether or not Alvarez 
had weakened, and she had succeeded. This, 
too, despite the fact that the correctness of 
Von Ledig's first conjecture — for the chart, 
it will be remembered, was in her hand — 
would have completely overwhelmed most 
people in her position. Now, however, the 
astute confidential agent stood convicted as a 
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mere bluffer,, outwitted by a slender slip of 
a girl. 

He dropped this line of inquiry like a live 
coal. "Where did you learn the wigwag 
code?" he demanded sharply. 

She repeated the phrase as if it were some- 
thing entirely new to her. " Wigwag code? 
What do you mean?" Then as if stirred to 
a sudden resentment, she turned on him. 

" Mr. Von Ledig," she cried hotly, " I dis- 
pute your right to question me in this fashion. 
I am your guest at present — true. But I re- 
fuse on that account to be subjected to an 
examination, as if I were some suspected crim- 
inal. What the object of all this may be I can- 
not imagine ; but it plainly makes my further 
stay with you impossible. There is a train 
out at midnight, I believe ; so, if you will have 
me set ashore, and Madame Von Ledig will 
kindly loan me one of her maids as a traveling 
companion, I shall go to my father at New- 
port." 

The man seemed fairly taken aback by the 
high-handedness of her attitude. 

"My guest, eh?" he retorted angrily. 
"Maybe you are that; and maybe you are — 
something else. But you may as well under- 
stand that " 
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What he might have gone on to say in his 
burst of temper is hard to tell ; but Madame 
Von Ledig, evidently a little frightened at her 
own temerity, broke in at this point. 

" Careful, Caspar,'' she cautioned. " Be- 
fore you go any farther, let me have a word 
with you, I beg. Nadia, dear," she turned 
to the girl, " step into my room, will you not, 
while I have a moment's conversation with 
my husband. He is very much disturbed and 
upset over something that has happened, and 
you must not blame him if he appears a trifle 
brusque." 

Beverly, of course, could not tell with what 
sort of covert glance or significant wink she 
may have accompanied her plea ; but whether 
this were so or not, she evidently prevailed, for 
after a pause, during which he must have 
yielded assent, and Nadia have retired, the 
woman commenced speaking again. 

" You are wrong, Caspar," she resumed, in 
a tone so low that Burr was only just able to 
make it out. "Can't you see that you are 
wrong? It is as I have told you all the time; 
the girl knows nothing, could not possibly 
know anything. You by your methods are 
simply serving to arouse her suspicions." 

" She knows too much to suit me," growled 
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the man. " I told you that it was dangerous 
to have her here at such a time, but you would 
have it that her presence was a protection, 
a guarantee of our innocence. Now see what 
it has brought us to! " 

" Nonsense ! " she scoffed. " What does she 
know that can in any way injure us? " 

" She knows that we are holding Alvarez on 
board a prisoner, doesn't she? " 

" Yes ; but you explained that, and she fully 
accepts your explanation. Not half an hour 
ago she spoke of it to me, and said how sad 
that a promising young career should be 
wrecked from such a cause. Yet she added 
that it did not surprise her; Juan had always 
been intense, and there was a strain of insan- 
ity in his blood. 

" I tell you, Caspar," she urged, " if I were 
you, I would act upon this suggestion she 
has made, and let her go to her father 
to-night." 

"Are you mad?" he broke in excitedly. 
" My God, Sophie, I have every reason to be- 
lieve that this girl, for all her unsophisticated 
air, is acquainted with every detail of our proj- 
ect. Who else but she could have got at my 
private papers, and made a copy of the key to 
the location of our dynamite? Who else but 
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she would have passed the key to Alvarez? 
Who else but she could have signaled to the 
post to-night for aid? " 

" Signaled to the post for aid? " The 
woman gave a startled exclamation. " You 
don't mean to tell me anything like that has 
been done?" \ 

" Certainly. Old Colby himself came out 
here with a boatload of men to investigate, 
and if I had not been able to hoodwink him 
we might have had all sorts of trouble on our 
hands. I have only just got rid of him." 

" Ahl " Madame Von Ledig drew a long 
breath. " I understand now the reason for 
the question you put to her regarding her 
knowledge of the wigwag code. But Nadia 
could not have done that, Caspar. It is absurd 
even to think it. Besides, she has been with 
me all evening." 

" You forget that she left the dinner table 
for about ten minutes," he muttered darkly; 
" and that, as I understand, was just about 
the time this signaling was done." 

" But be reasonable, my dear. To do such 
a thing as you describe would have required 
special and technical knowledge of a sort that 
I am sure Nadia does not possess. Is it not 
much more likely to suppose that Alvarez, 
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or that other — the American cadet — is respon- 
sible?'' 

He demurred a trifle irritably. " Impossi- 
ble," he said. " Alvarez is down in the hold 
in irons, and although Beverly is above deck, 
you can rest assured that with Miguel to watch 
him, he has been doing no signaling." 

" Don't be too sure of that. These Ameri- 
cans are ingenious, remember." 

" No," he insisted ; " an Edison himself 
could not have managed it, cooped up and 
guarded as this fellow is, unless he had, in- 
deed, some confederate on the outside to whom 
he succeeded in communicating his orders, 

and Ah! I have it now," he broke in 

excitedly. " He and Nadia have somehow 
been in clandestine correspondence. It was 
from him that she got the information which 
enabled her to send her message ashore." 

*^ But that is easily proven, is it not? " sug- 
gested Madame Von Ledig. " If there have 
been notes passed between him and Nadia, 
they must still be in his stateroom, since he 
would have no opportunity to conceal or 
destroy them. Search the place thor- 
oughly " 

But Burr waited to hear no more. With 
a bound he was off the couch and had crossed 
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to a stand, where Miguel had left a plate of 
cakes and some tea things in case the pris- 
oner should desire light refreshment during 
the evening. 

Hurriedly he dived his hand into his pocket, 
and, drawing forth the bunch of missives 
which had come to him from Nadia through 
the ventilator, inserted them sandwichwise be- 
tween cakes, and began munching away as if 
he were in the last throes of hunger. 

Even a West Point cadet's appetite, how- 
ever, will gag at scented stationery, and it 
was only by sheer force of will that he man- 
aged to down the rather bulky supply he had 
on hand. 

" Oh, * slum ' were paradise enow! " he mut- 
tered ruefully, as he tackled the longest of the 
epistles she had sent him. And to anyone 
who has ever been in Mess Hall on a day 
when slum was the piece de resistance, the. 
depths of his repugnance may be understood. 
" If this kind of thing were going to keep up," 
he said, " they'd have to learn to write to 
me on cigarette papers, and in the style of pen- 
manship that does the Lord's Prayer on a 
ten-cent piece. I refuse to qualify for a 
goat." 

However, the billets-doux were safely out 
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of the way, and he was wiping the last crumbs 
from his mouth when Miguel and Pedro en- 
tered briskly, and announced, as he had ex- 
pected, that he would have to submit himself 
to a search. 

"What's the matter now?" he bantered 
them lightly. " Is it possible that, unbe- 
knownst to myself, I am carrying valuables on 
my person? If so, proceed with the * frisking,' 
kind friends, and do it thoroughly; for, re- 
member, I declare myself in on whatever you 
find." 

He need not have worried about the thor- 
oughness of the search. They went over him 
as systematically and painstakingly as an ex- 
pert searcher examining a Kafir at the dia- 
mond mines. His clothes, his shoes, his entire 
person were inspected in the most minute de- 
tail; then they turned their attention to the 
room, laying back the carpet, prodding the 
upholstery, passing their hands over the wall 
covering, and poking into every nook and 
crevice which could possibly have held a scrap 
of correspondence. 

In the end, however, they had, of course, to 
pass him up with a clean bill of health, and 
take their departure under a rain of his sting- 
ing gibes. 
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Happily they failed to spot the dictaphone 
cunningly concealed against the wall, al- 
though Burr's heart was in his mouth a dozen 
times as they pried and poked around in the 
neighborhood of the couch ; so the minute he 
was satisfied that they were safely out of the 
way, he flung himself down again, and ap- 
plied his ear to the instrument. 

He was just in time to hear the close of 
Miguel's report. " There is nothing in the 
room," he said; "we will take our oaths to 
that, for no one could have made a more ex- 
haustive search." 

"Well?" said the woman, a little trium- 
phantly, when Miguel had been dismissed and 
gone out. " Are you satisfied now? I repeat, 
Caspar, that the only thing to do with Nadia 
is to put her on the midnight train and send 
her to her father." 

" How can I? " he asked impatiently. " In 
order to get rid of that meddlesome old Colby 
I had to represent her as violently insane." 

" That's bad," she admitted ; " but even so, 
you can surely find some glib explanation that 
will save your face. Anything, it seems to 
me, is better than letting the girl remain here 
on the yacht now that her suspicions are so 
unmistakably aroused. Indeed, unless we 
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send her away, what else can we do with 
her? " 

Von Ledig's reply was so low as to be un- 
intelligible to Burr; but he gathered the pur- 
port of it from Madame Von Ledig's quick 
exclamation of horrified protest. 

" No, no, Caspar I " she cried. " You can't 
be meditating that. Think, I beg you, of the 
consequences to which you are exposing your- 
self and the cause. You may successfully 
cover up the disappearance of young Alvarez. 
That is carefully arranged for, and a part 
of our original plan. You may also succeed 
in disposing of the American cadet in safety, 
despite the fact that his father is a noted 
millionaire. No one except ourselves knows 
that he came here, or has been on board, ex- 
cept Nadia, and if we skillfully play up this 
story of her mental derangement, that will 
be taken as one of her delusions. Besides, the 
fellow deserves no better for intruding himself 
into affairs which were in no way his con- 
cern. 

*^ I make no protest in those two cases, Cas- 
par. I am willing to let you decide what is 
wisest and most advisable. But when you tell 
me you are contemplating a similar course in 
regard to Nadia de la Paz, I bid you have a 
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care. Do you think that her father, stem old 
Don Antonio, will accept without reserve 
your plausible story? Why, he will spend his 
last cent, and call into play every resource at 
his command, to get at the truth. Don't you 
realize, too, what a storm of inquiry will be 
aroused, and how the newspapers will take 
it up from one end of the country to the 
other? Why, this coup of ours, with all the 
consequences we hope to win from it for the 
cause, will be lost sight of, dwarfed to noth- 
ingness in public interest. 

" No, no, Caspar ; you must listen to me in 
this. It is stupid, senseless, unlike you to take 
such a risk. The girl knows nothing, I am 
sure, and the very fact that you allowed her 
to leave would be taken as proof that you had 
nothing to fear from any revelations she might 
make ; while the other course would put you 
on the defensive, awaken the clamor of a thou- 
sand suspicions against you, and eventually 
spell ruin to us all.'' 

She spoke with a shrill vehemence which 
showed how deeply she was moved, and at 
the end she was almost hysterical. 

Von Ledig, too, gave evidence that he was 
by no means insensible to the arguments she 
advanced. Burr could hear his heavy foot- 
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steps, as he paced thoughtfully up and down 
the floor, while he wrestled with the problem. 

A deep-throated, German oath rumbled 
from between his lips. 

" Everything seems to be going against us," 
he snarled. " I thought I had prepared for 
every possible contingency, discounted every 
risk of failure ; yet here within the past twenty- 
four hours misfortune fairly rains upon us. 
It almost seems as if fate itself were conspiring 
against us to save that damned viper hatchery 
up yonder on the hill. In such a maze of per- 
plexities, it is hard to think, hard to decide 
what is best to do ; but I fancy you are right, 
Sophie. I have probably allowed my judg- 
ment to become warped. If the girl is not 
acquainted with our purpose, and actively en- 
listed against us, it would, as you say, be sui- 
cidal to add to the hue and cry certain to be 
aroused by the disappearance of the other two, 
or to offset the effect of our great undertaking 
by a bigger sensation in the newspapers. 

" So, on the whole," one could almost see 
him tugging away at that yellow beard of his. 
" I imagine that we had better chance the risk, 
and let her go." 

Burr, straining to catch every word, hang- 
ing in an agony of suspense between hope and 
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fear while the man arrived at his slow deci- 
sion, felt his heart contract with a sudden thrill 
of elation. 

Out of the blackness of failure and despair 
had come at the eleventh hour a totally unex- 
pected rescue; for he knew that Nadia had 
only to set her foot on shore to start things go- 
ing for the utter discomfiture of Von Ledig 
and all his schemes. 

By her simple, girlish dignity, seconded by 
the apprehensions of her fat, old chaperon, 
she had won, when he himself could see not 
a rift in the clouds of hopelessness which en- 
veloped them. 

But while he was thus joyously felicitating 
himself, he heard Von Ledig's voice again 
over the wire, and dropped once more to 
attention. 

" Wait a moment, Sophie." Obviously she 
was on her way to the door to recall Nadia to 
the cabin. " Something has just suggested it- 
self to me. 

"Yes," he added, after a reflective pause; 
" I think we will try just one more test before 
we let her go her way. I shall tell her that 
she is free to leave, shall apologize, and bid 
her good-by; but as she starts to go from the 
cabin, I want you, Sophie, to detain her at 
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the doorway within earshot for a moment or 
two, and let her overhear what I have to say 
to Miguel." 

The stratagem was carried out as he di- 
rected. Suave as oil, he made his apologies 
to Nadia for having caused her offense, assur- 
ing her that if his manner had smacked some- 
what of the overbearing police captain, it was 
only because he had been driven almost beside 
himself by the many mysterious happenings 
which had taken place on the yacht that day. 
In view of the misunderstanding, however, 
and also on account of the happenings to which 
he alluded, he would not oppose her desire 
to leave, in fact would feel safer to have her 
away from the yacht, and would, therefore, 
facilitate her departure by every means in his 
power. He hoped, though, at some other 
time, she would show that she forgave him by 
consenting to honor them with another visit. 

Then he bade her farewell, and turned to 
the waiting Miguel, whom Burr had heard 
enter the cabin during the interview with 
Nadia. 

" Well," he said, after a pause. He made 
a feint of lowering his voice, but spoke with 
careful distinctness. "The dog Alvarez 
failed to come through, eh?" 
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" He is dead," Miguel answered ; " but I 
am sure he knew nothing, else he would have 
yielded when we used the hot irons. It must 
have been the other one who managed some- 
how to send that message ashore." 

"Then get it out of him," snapped Von 
Ledig. " I am tired of all this shilly-shally- 
ing. He is clever, and will try to bluff you ; 
but pay no heed to that. Wring the truth 
from him at any cost." 

"You mean with the hot irons, Excel- 
lency? " questioned Miguel softly. 

" Yes; with the hot irons, with knives, with 
pincers, with anything you choose. Only do 
not come back to me again except to tell me 
that the American has confessed, or " 

He was interrupted by a shrill scream from 
the doorway, as Nadia flung herself forward. 

"No, nol" she panted. "You shall not 
torture him. It was I who sent that message 
to the post, I tell youl" 

" Ah! " Von Ledig breathed a trifle hard. 
" I thought we would get at the truth one way 
or another." 



CHAPTER XII 
SAUCE FOR THE GANDER 

"Bingl And another redskin bit the 
dustl" 

That was Beverly's sole comment as he saw 
— or rather, heard — the structure of airy hopes 
which he had been building up on the strength 
of Madame Von Ledig's warnings to her hus- 
band go crashing down to destruction like an 
overweighted house of cards. 

It speaks volumes for the ardor of his re- 
gard toward Nadia that he had for her not 
a single thought of criticism or blame. 

True, after that one hysterical cry, realiz- 
ing that she had been trapped, she closed her 
lips, and haughtily refused to answer any 
further questions; but the mischief was al- 
ready done. 

Beverly, burning with sympathy, listened 
while Von Ledig sought to interrogate her, 
until at last, baffled by her silence, the big 
blond despot angrily ordered her into custody. 
Then, losing his interest in what further might 

197 
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take place in the cabin, Beverly rose from 
the dictaphone, and fell to agitatedly pacing 
the floor. 

" Well, I guess I ought to have expected it," 
he muttered disconsolately. " She was splen- 
did all the way through ; but it was too much 
to hope that any human being could skate over 
such a stretch of thin ice, and get away with 
it. To think, too," he tried to warm himself 
up, and relieve the icy grip of despair which 
clutched at his heart, " that it was to save 
me she gave the snap away. It's a proud 
and grateful * file ' I should be this minute, 
instead of grouching away here because she 
wasn't quite a marble statue. Still, if she had 

only " But he loyally bit off the stricture 

he was about to utter before it could pass his 
lips. Not even to the insensible walls would 
he breathe the suggestion that his queen could 
do any wrong. 

But youth does not readily give up, and he 
reasoned that he might as well occupy himself 
in evolving wild schemes for escape as to sit 
bemoaning his fate ; so he continued to tramp 
the floor and vainly cudgel his brains, heed- 
less of the dictaphone, or whatever it might 
have to transmit. 

As a consequence, he was taken by surprise, 
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when Miguel suddenly appeared at the door, 
and announced that Von Ledig wished to see 
him. 

What purpose the leader of the Reds could 
possibly have in seeking an interview at this 
time Burr could not for the life of him imag- 
ine. He had shown pretty well in their pre- 
vious encounters that he was able to keep his 
own counsel; and besides, there was nothing 
he had to tell which Von Ledig did not al- 
ready know, or at least could make a pretty 
close guess at. 

Was the summons then, he questioned, for 
a more sinister purpose? Was he in effect 
walking through " the little green door," as 
the condemned men of Sing Sing say of that 
last grim journey from which they never re- 
turn? A cold sweat broke out across his fore- 
head, and involuntarily the muscles tightened 
at his throat. He winced nervously fromf 
Miguel stalking behind him at the chance of a 
knife thrust in the back, and shied at every 
nook or curtained alcove that he had to 
pass. 

He would have charged a battery of guns, 
or have faced any known danger without fear 
or faltering; but the mere treading of that 
brief corridor, ignorant of what he was to 
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expect, called for every ounce of resolution 
that he possessed. 

As he entered the cabin, though, he realized 
that his apprehensions had been groundless. 
Madame Von Ledig, with her plump, pigeon- 
like contour and round, moon face, sat there 
near her husband, and gave a grateful assur- 
ance of safe conduct by her very presence. 

Surely, if any butchery was afoot, she would 
have been sent out of the room. 

A new suggestion, therefore, came to Burr, 
drawn from the misgivings he had heard her 
express as to the number of powerful enemies 
Von Ledig was arraying against himself. 

Might it not be, he thought, that after tak- 
ing further counsel the two had decided, if 
possible, to eliminate Henry G. Beverly from 
that list? 

Nadia and Alvarez had, of course, settled 
their fate by their admissions; but there might 
still be a doubt in the minds of the Von Ledigs 
as to whether Burr had correctly fathomed 
their true purpose. And if they could be as- 
sured that he was in the dark, or could be 
blinded by one of the plausible explanations 
at which Herr Caspar was such an adept, it 
would be no more than simple prudence to 
get rid of him. 
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The reason for his summons, then, must be 
to probe him and determine just how far his 
knowledge or suspicions extended; and Burr 
consequently resolved that in his answers to 
any questions which might be put to him he 
would be as wary as a weasel. 

He wished now that he had continued his 
listening at the dictaphone. Then he would 
be sure of his ground; yet he was pretty well 
satisfied that his surmise was not far from 
the mark, and it must be confessed that Von 
Ledig's greeting gave a certain color to the 
assumption. 

"Well, Mr. Beverly," he grinned ingra- 
tiatingly, " I suppose you think we have been 
treating you rather rough?" 

Burr reflected rapidly as to the pose of a 
man who knew nothing of the undercurrents 
afloat, and decided that his cue was indigna- 
tion. 

" This may be your idea of a jest, Mr. Von 
Ledig," he said stiflly ; " and I was willing 
to accept it as such myself at the start, but 
whether so or not, it has been carried too far. 
I demand that you set me ashore without 
delay." 

" Come, come, my boy," Von Ledig inter- 
posed; " that is hardly the way to talk to a 
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man in my position. Haven't you seen enough 
on board here to make you understand 
that " 

" I understand only one thing," broke in 
Burr hotly: "that you are holding me here 
without warrant or color of authority, and 
entirely against my consent. What your 
schemes or plans may be to defeat this an- 
archist project is no concern of mine; but I 
tell you frankly that in this affair you have 
to my mind shown yourself as lawless as any 
anarchist unhung, and that unless you imme- 
diately comply with my demand, I am going 
to make Rome howl. I am an officer of the 
United States, I want you to remember." 

" That didn't seem to help you much, when 
Colonel Colby and the American eagle came 
over here a while ago," sneered Von Ledig. 

Burr gave an imitation of surprise which 
would have done credit to a star of the movies. 

" Colonel Colby here? Do you mean to say 
that the Supe has been out to the yacht? " 

" Yes, and like the famous King of France 
he marched right back again. But, say, 
Beverly, don't think you are fooling me with 
all that show of amazement. You must have 
known that he was coming, after that impera- 
tive message that you flashed to him." 
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"Message that I flashed to him?" Again 
Burr's bewildered stare was a triumph of 
histrionism. 

" Certainly. Who else but you could have 
signaled a message in code, or would have 
thought of calling the authorities up at the 
post to your rescue? '' 

Burr swallowed hard for a moment or two; 
then his expression slowly changed to in- 
credulity. 

" Look here," he said sharply, " I don't 
know what your game is with all this mush 
about signaling to the Supe and one thing and 
another; but you can understand that you're 
not going to * fess ' out on the main issue that 
way I I want to be set ashore, and I want it 
done P. D. Q. ! " 

Von Ledig eyed him searchingly. " Have 
you the nerve to stand up there and tell me 
that you did not send that message?" he 
asked. 

" Listen to the man." Burr gave a wrath- 
ful gesture. " A swell chance I've had to be 
sending any messages, haven't I, stuck into 
that two-by-four cubby-hole with those two 
kill-joy servants of yours standing over me 
with a gun?" 

Out of the tail of his eye he saw Madame 
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Von Ledig slowly nod at this as if in acquies- 
cence, and his hopes went soaring skyward. 

Von Ledig, too, seemed impressed with the 
argument, and frowned down thoughtfully at 
his beard. His manner changed sensibly. 

" Sit down, Mr. Beverly, won't you? " He 
waved his hand toward a chair. " Oh, don't 
bear malice," as Burr hesitated. " I am up 
against a proposition that I can't understand, 
and I want your assistance. The truth is, a 
lot of mysterious and seemingly inexplicable 
things have been taking place on this vessel 
within the past few hours, and in view of your 
demonstration of Yankee shrewdness that I 
overheard this morning, it has struck me that 
possibly you might be able to piece out an 
interpretation for me." 

Burr, striving to look flattered, accepted the 
chair that was offered to him, and, leaning 
forward, announced that he was ready. 

" I don't claim to be a seventh son of a 
seventh son, or anything like that," he depre- 
cated ; " but I'll do my best." 

" Well, then," said Von Ledig, " the facts 
are simply these: Since you came aboard my 
private papers, which I keep here in the cabin, 
have been tampered with and inspected, the 
prisoner Alvarez made his escape apparently 
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without negligence on the part of the guard, 
and only by a fluke missed making a clean 
getaway, and a signal was somehow wig- 
wagged up to the Academy which brought 
Colonel Colby and a boatload of men down 
here in hot haste to see what was the matter." 

" Exactly," Burr nodded. " Well, as our 
old friend, Sherlock Holmes, might say: 
* Watson, there's only one way to tackle a prob- 
lem of that character, and that's by the process 
of elimination.' 

" Let's begin with this room, then. It 
wasn't you or Madame Von Ledig who did 
these things, of course, nor was it me. I might 
be suspected of giving your papers the once 
over, but it's hardly likely that I'd have let Al- 
varez out merely for the pleasure of later trip- 
ping him up on the deck, and as for the wig- 
wagging I have simply to point to Miguel and 
Pedro to establish my innocence. 

" Naturally, the next subject to be consid- 
ered is the busy little Alvarez, who " 

" He is securely ironed," put in Von Ledig 
curtly; "and in addition since his escapade 
this morning has had two guards standing con- 
stantly over him." 

"That, I must admit," granted Burr, 
" rather definitely puts him out of the run- 
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ning. He either didn't do it, or else he is 
wasting his talents. A * handcuff king ' of 
that caliber would be worth a thousand a week 
on Broadway. 

" No, Mr. Von Ledig," he put on an expres- 
sion of gravity, " it looks very much to me 
as if the Reds, knowing what you are up to, 
had managed to sneak one of their number 
aboard in order to cause you trouble, and shunt 
you off the main line of your investigation." 

" Impossible," demurred Von Ledig. " The 
same idea having occurred to me, I person- 
ally searched the yacht from stem to stern. 
There is no one with us that I cannot fully 
account for." 

" Then," said Burr, " the problem is solved. 
It was some member of the crew who had 
either been corrupted by the Reds, or else for 
some reason was actuated by personal grudge." 

" But my men have all been with me for 
years," objected Von Ledig. " I would al- 
most as soon doubt myself as one of them." 

"Ah!" Burr wagged his head sapiently. 
" Those are always the kind to hand it to 
you. A faithful old retainer, say, a chap like 
Miguel, here," he could not resist giving this 
dig, " is the one to look out for in a case of 
this kind. Why? Because they fall for temp- 
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tation more easily on account of their knowl- 
edge that they will never be suspected." 

" There is something in what you say," ac- 
knowledged Von Ledig, stroking his beard. 
" Still," he shook his head, " I can hardly be- 
lieve that any of my men would play the 
traitor." 

Burr shrugged his shoulders. " Yet who 
else could it be?" he asked. "The things 
you describe weren't done without human 
agency, and we have accounted for everyone 
else on the yacht." 

" Ye-es," admitted Von Ledig. " Or, no," 
with a sudden start; "there is still Seiiorita 
de la Paz." 

" Sefiorita de la Paz " — Burr paused a sec- 
ond — " is rather outside the scope of my cal- 
culations. You ought to know better than I 
whether or not she is to be classed as a pos- 
sible suspect. If you have any reason to be- 
lieve, however, that the daughter of the Au- 
reatan ambassador would be apt to ally her- 
self with a gang of sneaking anarchists, I 
would advise you to question her." 

" I have already done so," frowned Von 
Ledig ; " but she chooses to stand on her dig- 
nity, and refuses to answer a word. I wish 
I had her in some South American countries 
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that I know about," he muttered, as if to him- 
self. "We have ways there of persuading 
these stubborn witnesses to talk." 

He leaned forward with a half-suppressed 
exclamation, a quick gleam showing in his 
narrowing eyes. 

"Mr. Beverly," he turned abruptly to 
Burr, " I am sure that you will bear with me 
a little longer, now that you understand how 
perturbed I am. Would you mind returning 
to your stateroom for a brief time? I have 
made up my mind to interrogate the Senorita 
along a new line." 

Burr thought it best to acquiesce, and ac- 
cordingly arose, and started for the door; but 
at the threshold Miguel rather awkwardly 
got in his way, and so detained him for a 
moment. 

Consequently, he could not help but over- 
hear Von Ledig, as the latter leaned forward, 
and in a low voice axfdressed his wife. 

"My dear," the man spoke with a quick 
tenseness, " desperate cases require desperate 
remedies. I am going to find out what that 
girl knows. She will not long withstand the 
touch of the hot irons to her delicate flesh." 

Burr's lip curled in derision. So they 
thought they would get him with the same 
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stratagem that had imposed on Nadia, did 
they? Well, here was where they got fooled! 

" Yes," Von Ledig repeated a little louder, 
" I am going to use the hot irons." 

But Burr, instead of turning in protest, 
merely growled impatiently at Miguel for 
blocking up his way. 

" What's the matter with you, you big truck 
horse?" he said. "Do you need the whole 
corridor to get your feet straightened out? " 

Then Miguel, looking a little sheepish, 
stepped aside, and Burr passed through the 
door; but as the curtains which shielded it fell 
behind him, he half halted, for it seemed to 
him as though he had heard from within the 
room a low cry of incredulity and dismay, and 
the cry was in Nadia's voice. 

No subsequent sound of any kind reaching 
him, however, he concluded that he must have 
been mistaken, and proceeded along the cor- 
ridor at the side of the saturnine Miguel with 
so jaunty an air that he might have been taken 
for the jailer and the other for the prisoner. 

He flattered himself that he had come 
through the ordeal with flying colors, and that 
unless he was totally at fault as to his theory 
regarding Von Ledig's attitude, he might 
safely count on a speedy release. There would 



2IO THE GIRL OF THE GUARD LINE 

probably be conditions and stipulations at- 
tached; but Burr stood ready to promise or 
agree to anything now, provided only it gave 
him the chance to rescue Nadia and save the 
post. 

His complacency was destined to receive a 
jolt, however; for as he arrived at his state- 
room again and dived for the dictaphone, Von 
Ledig's voice came floating to him over the 
instrument, raised in a taunting sneer, and cou- 
pled with it was the sound of Nadia's broken 
sobbing. 

" Well, you see just how much regard this 
gray-uniformed Bayard has for you," mocked 
the man's harsh tones. " Little does he care 
what is done to you, so long as he sees the 
possibility of getting away with a whole skin 
himself. I put you behind that curtain, so that 
you could see and hear for yourself exactly 
what kind of a chap he is, and I fancy he has 
pretty well shown himself up, eh? " 

" He is a cur! " the girl broke out impas- 
sionedly. "No man with even a spark of 
chivalry could have listened unconcerned to 
that awful threat, and gone his way in silence." 

It was well for Von Ledig then that he was 
not within striking distance of the cadet; for 
if ever murder showed in anyone's face, it did 
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in Burr's. His fists clenched, his lips drew 
back from his teeth, he saw red. 

So it was a trap he had walked into — a mere 
ruse on the part of that cunning devil, Von 
Ledig, utterly to discredit him with the girl. 
And the worst of it was that it had succeeded. 
In his cocksureness and self-sufficiency he had 
so blackened himself in her eyes that nothing 
could ever make him clear again. 

More bitterly than ever. Burr repented that 
lapse in his eavesdropping. If only he had 
kept on listening — if only he had known, as 
he might have done, what sort of a layout 
awaited him; then how differently would he 
have demeaned himself in that pregnant inter- 
view. 

But Von Ledig was speaking again, and he 
ceased his vain repinings in order to devote 
himself to the instrument, and catch what was 
being said. 

" Come now, my dear," the yacht owner 
was urging, in that persuasive way of his, 
" you must realize how foolish it is to pro- 
tect this fellow as you have been doing. He 
would sell you out in a minute, if it stood 
to his advantage. It's of no especial impor- 
tance to me, but just out of curiosity I'd like 
to know how you and he managed to commu- 
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nicate, and to fix up this scheme for signaling 
to the post. I suppose, too " — he tried to speak 
carelessly, but there was a suppressed eager- 
ness in his tone which showed that this was 
the real point of his inquiry — " I suppose, too, 
that you concocted some other device for let- 
ting your plight be known, in case the signals 
should fail?" 

There was no answer save her stifled sob- 
bing. 

" Why should you sacrifice yourself for this 
white-livered hound?" Von Ledig persisted. 
" Sophie and I may have seemed a little harsh 
with you in our efforts to get at the truth ; but 
you must recognize that our true feeling to- 
ward you is one of the utmost affection. The 
ones we are after are these two meddlesome 
cadets, and if you will only let us know what 
they have planned, or may be planning, you 
need have nothing to fear for yourself. Be a 
sensible little girl now, and tell me all about 
it." 

Nadia seemed to struggle with herself for 
a moment longer; then, as if overwhelmed by 
her sense of grievance, she broke into a per- 
fect flood of revelation. 

" Yes, I will," she panted. " I'll tell you 
everything. It was I who inspected your pa- 
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pers; I who freed Juan; I who flashed the 
call for aid. Don't insult me, then, by trying 
to tell me that I was allied with such a mean- 
spirited creature as this Beverly has proven 
himself. Why, the very fact that he prevented 
the escape of Juan should be evidence enough 
for you that he is not with us." 

Burr almost collapsed under his sudden re- 
vulsion of feeling. This spirited taking of all 
the blame upon her own shoulders could mean 
only one thing: Nadia had seen through the 
trick which Von Ledig had prepared for her, 
and was now striving to turn it to her own 
advantage. 

What a magnificent actress she was! And 
how quickly she had seized upon the point. 
Yet it was no more than he might have ex- 
pected. Burr told himself. Keen-witted as 
she was, she must naturally have reasoned that 
he would be listening to the advance discus- 
sion between Von Ledig and his wife, and so 
be coached to play his part. 

"Yes," he heard her repeat defiantly. 
" Whatever the credit, or whatever the fault 
in what has been done, it all belongs to me." 

" Yet you seemed to show a good deal of 
solicitude for one who was of such little in- 
terest to you," retorted Von Ledig skeptically. 
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" I would have done as much for a dog 
about to suffer unjustly in my stead," she 
cried, with some heat. " It is silly of you 
to try and make capital out of a thing like 
that." 

Von Ledig seemed to ruminate for a mo- 
ment or two. " I suppose it is the lesser risk 
to let the troublesome fellow go, and get rid 
of him," he muttered as if to himself. " How- 
ever, I must be sure that he will say nothing 
which in the future could be used to my dam- 
age. You insist, do you, that he knew nothing 
of all this mischievous activity you have been 
up to?" 

" I have told you that I did it all myself." 

"And you have done nothing else?" he 
queried ; " nothing, that with the knowledge 
he has gained of conditions here on the yacht, 
might later serve him by putting two and two 
together to puzzle out the truth? " 

"Ah!" She gave a little baffling laugh. 
" That is another question." 

"What do you mean?" he demanded 
sharply. 

Again she laughed. " Simply, my dear 
friend, that I do not think even this dull- 
witted cadet will have to puzzle very hard to 
arrive at the truth. In common with all the 
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rest of the world, he will know by to-morrow 
or next day all that there is to be known/' 

Again he demanded to know what she 
meant, and Burr could detect a growing appre- 
hension in his tone. 

" What should I mean," she mocked, " but 
that in view of the great affection of Madame 
Von Ledig and yourself I am certain of being 
promptly put ashore and allowed to tell any- 
thing I choose? 

" If one were not so sure of that affection, 
though," she added, " and one believed that 
you were capable of any lengths of treachery 
and cruelty, I have an idea what she would do 
under my circumstances. She would write 
out an account of the crimes that you and your 
despicable associates are meditating, telling 
of your secret connection with the Reds, and 
of all the things that have happened on this 
yacht; then she would seal up copies in sev- 
eral bottles and drop them overboard, confi- 
dent that one of them would be speedily 
picked up and you exposed." 

"Ha!" The man's voice was so choked 
with rage that Burr feared for a moment he 
was going to strike her. " And you dare to 
stand there and tell me that you did this?'' 
he snarled threateningly. 
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" But you'll gain nothing by it," he went on, 
after a pause, during which he recovered 
something of his ordinary poise. " It does not 
change my plans or purposes a whit. Before 
any of those bottles can be picked up, my glo- 
rious project will be accomplished, and you 
three outsiders on the yacht will be most ef- 
fectually silenced. 

" Then, let them accuse me if they want to. 
I have my defense already prepared, and if I 
declare your statement the mere vaporings of 
a disordered mind, who will be able to con- 
tradict me? You will be reported a suicide 
with the corroborating testimony of all my 
crew to prove that you took your life in a fit 
of violent mania. Beverly and Alvarez will 
be discovered dead under the ruins of the 
buildings up yonder, with every evidence to 
show that they were the dynamiters. 

" No," he asserted, with a sort of malignant 
triumph ; " your clever trick instead of de- 
terring me only strengthens my resolution. I 
run a lesser risk by going on than by pausing 
now, or holding back. You have simply 
forced my hand a bit, and made certain the 
doom of yourself and your companions. 

" And now, my dear Nadia, I trust you will 
excuse me," he spoke with derisive courtesy. 
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" It is after ten o'clock, and as we sail from 
here at half-past two, you will appreciate that 
I have many things to look after in the in- 
terim. Therefore, if you will allow me to 
ring for Miguel to conduct you to your state- 
room, I will wish you a good-night and pleas- 
ant dreams." 

Burr recoiled from the dictaphone with 
blanching face and eyes distending in horror. 
It was not so much what the man had said, 
although his open threat as to his intentions 
was alarming enough, but the tone in which he 
had uttered that last mocking pleasantry that 
sent the blood receding to Beverly's heart. 

Showing that Von Ledig, after weighing all 
considerations, had definitely made up his 
mind to go a reckless limit, there was in its 
suave silkiness all the cold, deadly menace of 
a cobra's hiss. 

And, indeed, there was a good deal in what 
the fellow said, when he declared that a 
greater risk lay for him now in holding back 
than in pushing matters to a conclusion. 

With the foundation he had laid in his in- 
terview with Colonel Colby, and his sub- 
servient crew to back him up, he could, as he 
had boasted, defy the accusations in Nadia's 
floating bottles, and make them appear the 
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mere ravings of a mind overbalanced by hear- 
ing too much of the anarchist plot. 

Against the charges she laid he could offer 
his record as a consistent and unsparing pur- 
suer of the Reds. He could show that both 
Burr and Alvarez must have left the camp of 
their own accord, and so disprove her story 
of their abduction. Already had he built up 
such a wall of suspicion about Alvarez that 
the lad's own uncle believed him a dyed-in- 
the-wool anarchist, and no doubt he could with 
very little trouble cunningly represent Burr 
in the same light. Then what would be said 
when the dead bodies of the two runaway 
cadets were found in the ruins of the destroyed 
Academy? Would the public be more apt to 
accept the unsupported story of a girl alleged 
to be deranged, or the circumstantial evidence 
pointing so strongly to their guilt? 

Hard as it was. Burr could have faced the 
thought of death ; but to see himself disgraced, 
stamped for evermore as a traitor to the gov- 
ernment he had sworn to maintain and the flag 
he had sworn to uphold, while the archvillain 
and murderer escaped scot-free — that was be- 
yond his endurance. 

In the seething turmoil which filled his 
brain, as he heard Von Ledig outline his ruth- 
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less programme, he caught at one suggestion: 
Miguel was called away to conduct Nadia to 
whatever place of detention was allotted to 
her, and probably stand guard there; that left 
only the slower-witted, less capable Pedro out- 
side his own door. 

Moreover, ignorant of the means at his 
command for gaining information, and sup- 
posing hijm completely deceived by the prom- 
ises of release held out to him, Von Ledig 
would never expect a move from him at this 
time. 

It was his opportunity to act. To delay 
was nothing short of suicide. 

He glanced quickly around him in search 
of something to serve as a weapon, and in 
default of anything better caught up a chair. 
Then suddenly flinging open the stateroom 
door, he charged the unanticipating Pedro, 
and, catching him amidships, sent him in a 
huddled heap to the floor. 

He did not stop to see the extent of the dam- 
age he had inflicted, or to make sure that the 
hapless sentinel was silenced. Perhaps it 
would have been better if he had, but at the 
moment speed seemed to him his one best 
bet. 

Headlong he raced down the corridor, and 
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gained the companionway without interfer- 
ence. Indeed, he could hardly have chosen 
a more propitious juncture for his exploit. 
Most of the crew were down below, and if he 
could but gain the deck, the way lay practi- 
cally clear before him to the rail ; while once 
over the side he could trust to his prowess as 
a swimmer and the darkness of the night to 
evade pursuit and reach the shore in safety. 

But it is always the things least counted 
upon which arise to confound one at a critical 
moment. 

As Burr reached the foot of the stairway 
and started upward, Madame Von Ledig, who 
had been agitatedly pacing the deck, appeared 
at the top on her way down, quite filling the 
aperture with her lumbering bulk. 

Alas for chivalry! Burr hesitated to use 
his impromptu weapon against a woman. In- 
stead he tried to thrust past her, with the re- 
sult that he and she and the chair became 
wedged in the narrow passage. 

And while he struggled in this absurd pre- 
dicament, Pedro, who had merely had the 
breath knocked out of him, recovered his 
voice, and began sounding a vigorous alarm. 

In an instant, men were pouring out into 
the corridor from everywhere, and a knot of 
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them, headed by Von Ledig, rushed toward 
the companionway whither they were guided 
by Madame Von Ledig's shrill cries. 

Burr made a last desperate effort to wriggle 
out of the impasse; but it was ineffectual, for 
the woman had by this time seized him in a 
fat embrace, and was holding on to him like 
grim death. 

A moment later, he was caught by the heels 
and dragged ingloriously back to be remanded 
by Von Ledig's stern order into irons, and im- 
mured once more with Alvarez in the coal 
bunker. 



CHAPTER XIII 
"FIGHT, FIGHT, FIGHT 1" 

As the ship's bell tolled the slow hours 
away, Burr, lying down in the dark hold, his 
last hope of escape gone, could not help but 
recall the vivid description in " Oliver Twist " 
of Fagin's last night upon earth. 

True, that was the story of a malefactor 
meeting his just deserts, while Beverly was a 
martyr. That was the story of an old man 
with one foot in the grave, as the saying goes, 
while he was in the heyday of youth. Yet 
the same surging rebellion against his fate tore 
at his heart as it had at Fagin's, and there was 
the same passionate clinging to life at any cost. 
Like Fagin, too, he became mixed up on his 
count of the bell strokes. He could not but 
believe that a mistake had been made in the 
sounding of the time. 

He thought, too, of the many, many others 
who in similar circumstances had lain listen- 
ing to those periodic strokes, counting the min- 
utes in between and shrinking in dread from 
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the coming of day. The just and the unjust, 
murderers and reformers, princes and peas- 
ants, patriots and traitors — the mighty army 
of the condemned. And each of them, like 
himself, no doubt, tallied off the slow watches 
of the night, and had striven to turn his mind 
from the haunting vision of ax, or stake, or 
rope, or electric chair. 

But among them all, he questioned if there 
had ever been one called upon to face a bit- 
terer doom than his own. To die thus at the 
very threshold of life with all of life's pos- 
sibilities opening before him; surely that was 
bad enough. But to die in such a way, riven 
and torn by an explosive blast 1 To die, too, 
branded with infamy as an assassin and traitor 
— another Czolgosz ! 

No wonder that his soul rose in revolt, that 
his reason reeled before such a nightmare of 
horror. 

His fellow-prisoner, Alvarez, slept heavily. 
Burr could not understand it, because he could 
not understand the fatalistic Latin tempera- 
ment. It stirred him to anger, contempt, re- 
sentment. Had he not been shackled, he 
would have fallen upon Alvarez, and beat him 
into wakefulness. He could have yelled at 
the South American, of course, and cursed 
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him as an insensate log, a protoplasmic jelly- 
fish; but pride restrained him lest he betray 
the tortures he was suffering to the ears of 
his guards. As for himself sleep had never 
been farther from his eyelids, nor had his 
brain been so burningly awake. 

Ding-dong! One o'clock. Again he fell to 
counting the minutes, while Alvarez snored on. 
He wondered if his hair was growing gray. 

Ding-dong-ding! What? Half-past one 
already? Surely there must be a mistake in 
the reckoning. Were they trying to cheat him 
of the little respite they had granted? Gad! 
Was that Greaser a stock or stone, that he 
could snooze away there, heedless of the 
mighty messenger rushing toward them on the 
wings of the night? 

Ding-dong! Ding-dong! And now Burr 
became conscious of a stir and bustle through- 
out the vessel. He could feel the throb of the 
machinery starting up, and hear the hurrying 
of footsteps outside his prison. 

He recalled the announcement of Von 
Ledig to Nadia that they would sail at half- 
past two, and, deciding that his moment of 
supreme ordeal was at hand, braced himself 
to meet it with such calmness and fortitude as 
he could muster. 
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The door of the bulkhead opened, and Burr, 
never doubting but that his expected sum- 
mons was come, rose to his feet. Then he 
staggered back, staring incredulously, while a 
low cry of amazement burst from his lips ; for 
instead of Miguel, or Pedro, or some other 
member of the saddle-colored crew, it was 
Nadia who entered. 

She still wore the gown she had put on for 
dinner that evening, a soft, rose-colored silk, 
with her bare neck and shoulders gleaming 
out of it like polished ivory in the dull rays 
of the dusty electric bulb in the roof ; but over 
her costume she had thrown, doubtless un- 
thinkingly, the same dark, hooded cloak in 
which she had attempted two nights before 
to pass unobserved across his guard line. 

Burr's first thought on seeing her was that 
he was dreaming; his next, a wild suggestion 
that somehow at the eleventh hour their de- 
liverance had been effected and that she had 
come to release him. 

But a single glance at her face was suffi- 
cient to dispel any such roseate hopes. Upon 
it was written only a shrinking horror and de- 
spair. She was pale as death, her glorious 
eyes bereft of all their fire, her mouth quiv- 
ering and tremulous. She had been weeping. 
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but was evidently making a brave effort now 
to control her emotion. Nevertheless, at the 
sight of him, her shoulders bowed, and she 
halted, shaking as with an ague chill, and rest- 
ing her hand against the iron wall of the bulk- 
head to save herself from falling. 

Burr took a hasty step toward her, but be- 
fore he could reach her side she had regained 
command of herself. 

" You ! " was all he could say, as he caught 
her cold hands between his own two mana- 
cled ones. The grimy coal bunker seemed to 
him all at once transformed and glorified 
by her presence. 

She raised her head, and looked at him a 
trifle wonderingly. 

" Then you do not utterly hate and loathe 
me ? " she asked. 

" Hate and loathe you? " Burr smiled and 
shook his head. " I have nothing but ad- 
miration and gratitude for all the plucky 
efforts you made to save me. It is not your 
fault that the odds were too heavy against 

you." 
" Ah, but it is my fault that you are here 

at all," she rejoined dully. " I seem only to 
have come into your life to bring all this trou- 
ble upon you." 



"FIGHT, FIGHT, FIGHT 1" 227 

" What is to be will be," he demurred fa- 
talistically. " I would not have you grieve for 
a moment with the idea that you are in any 
way responsible. Think rather that it has 
been happiness to me to be near you to-day, to 
be associated with you as a comrade, even 
though it has been ^ losing fight. You have 
been wonderful, I tell you, wonderful all the 
way through." 

"Ah, you are brave," she sobbed; "brave 
and generous. You are far too good to me. 
It was my great desire to see you once more, 
and tell you how sorry, how very sorry, I was 
that I should have proven such an evil influ- 
ence in your life; yet, when the opportunity 
came permitting me to go to you, my courage 
almost failed me. If you had upbraided me, 
I do not think I could have endured it, and 
yet it wrings my heart to see you so — 



so " 



She was perilously near the verge of an 
utter breakdown, and Burr in the eflPort to 
restore her composure hastily interposed. 

" The opportunity to come here? " he asked. 
" How did you secure that? " 

It was a point which had aroused quite a 
little curiosity in him. Surely they did not 
allow her the run of the vessel to go wherever 
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she pleased. If they did, might there not even 
yet be a chance to ? 

But the hope which had flashed into his 
mind at this suggestion died almost as it was 
born. 

She could not command her voice suffi- 
ciently to answer in words, but she made a half 
gesture toward the open door of the bulkhead, 
and glancing beyond her, he saw the bolster- 
like figure of Madame Von Ledig hovering 
just outside. 

" She found me weeping wretchedly in my 
stateroom," the girl explained, " and to com- 
fort me, told me that she would find a way 
to let me see you before you were taken 
away." 

" But if she has done that," whispered Burr 
hoarsely, " can she not be persuaded to do 
even more? Not for myself; I realize that 
would be practically impossible. But for you. 
Might she not be induced somehow to connive 
at your escape?" 

Nadia shook her head. " You do not un- 
derstand her," she said. " She seems merely a 
feather pillow, but there is more iron in her 
composition than even in Von Ledig himself. 
She is fond of me in a way — fonder perhaps 
than of any other person in the world — ^but she 
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will allow nothing to stand ahead of the suc- 
cess of what she calls the Cause. 

" No, my friend," her eyes met his steadily; 
" it were vain for us to build any further 
hopes. Our fate is sealed." She drew a little 
closer to him and dropped her voice still 
lower. " Listen," she said, thrusting her hand 
into her bosom and drawing out a little vial, 
" the woman outside the door there gave me 
this to-night. It is painless, she says, imme- 
diate, and leaves no trace. There is enough 
for two." 

Burr gazed in a sort of fascination at the 
tiny bottle and the colorless liquid it contained. 
Painless and immediate! Why, then, delay 
longer the inevitable? As Nadia had said, 
hope was utterly gone. Why undergo the tor- 
ture of further suspense, and in the end a 
death of ghastly horror, when this means of 
speedy release was at hand? Clasped in each 
other's arms — he and she — let them go down 
into the valley of the shadow together, and 
cheat the savage malevolence of the Reds. 

The sweat stood out on his forehead and his 
breath came fast as he wrestled with the temp- 
tation, presented, as it was, in the way most 
strongly to appeal to him. One of his hand- 
cuffed hands closed over the vial she offered, 
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while with the other he fumbled somewhat 
awkwardly at its cork. 

Then by some trick of suggestion, or pos- 
sibly only with the revulsion of a strong, sane 
mind from anything morbid or unnatural, his 
chains, the dingy prison-house, even the per- 
suasive figure of the girl herself, vanished from 
before his staring eyes, and, instead, there rose 
before him a vision of the plain at West Point 
as he had seen it on a May afternoon three 
months before at an Army-Navy baseball 
game, the stands all a-flutter with flags of gray 
and of blue, hoarse with shouting, bedecked 
with " bright-eyed beauty," and the gold-laced 
uniforms of dignitaries from both branches of 
the service, while the air fairly crackled with 
the fierce enthusiasm of rivalry. 

It was at the close of the ninth inning, after 
a game such as might have been created from 
the imagination of a writer of fiction rather 
than actually occurring upon a diamond of 
earth, with material paraphernalia and two 
existent teams. " Big League stuff," the re- 
porters glowingly described it — a hard-fought 
battle, bristling with dramatic plays, in which 
neither side had been able to score during 
eight turns at the bat. Then in the first half 
of the closing inning. Navy by a dashing rally 
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with the stick had pounded out two runs, and 
the solid phalanx of blue on the west side of 
the stadium was almost delirious with joy. 
Their songs, their taunts, their cheers of vic- 
tory rolled shrilly out across the river, and 
were derisively flung back upon the disheart- 
ened and dejected garrison from the heights 
upon the other side. The Navy goat was 
brought out and paraded along the coaching 
lines. The men from Annapolis and their 
partisans danced, and climbed up on the 
benches, and embraced one another in the exu- 
berance of their happiness. 

The Corps, a square of gray in the seats on 
the other side of the field, tried to respond in 
kind as their champions went to bat for the 
last time, but they were only too manifestly 
"whistling through a graveyard." The 
shadow of almost certain defeat rested heavy 
on their souls. 

The first man up for Army was Elverson, 
the heavy hitter of the team. Grimes, the 
sapient Navy pitcher, walked him, fanned 
Redding, the next man out, and with a wide 
outcurve lured Talbot into knocking a little 
pop-up fly which was gathered in at short. 

The noisy tumult again broke out from the 
blue contingent, louder and more exultant 
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than before ; and this time the Army was too 
depressed to make more than a mere faint 
show of response. True, a moment later they 
sent up a cheer when Laidlaw managed by a 
lucky error on the part of the second baseman 
to reach first, but it lacked both in volume and 
in spirit. They had two men on bases, yes ; for 
Elverson had stolen second. But they also 
had two out, and Grimes's doughty arm 
showed no sign of weakening. 

Beverly, who followed next on the batting 
order, stepped out to face him in a veritable 
blue funk. The sense of coming defeat which 
lay so heavy on the gray cohorts affected fiim 
and sapped him of all his nerve. Ordinarily, 
he was as sure a hitter as any man on the 
nine; but he was certain now, as he took his 
place at the plate, that he was going to strike 
out. 

In some uncanny way, the Navy pitcher 
seemed to realize his faint-heartedness, and 
grinned with insolent triumph as he wound 
himself up for delivery. 

" Strike One! " the umpire called, as Burr 
almost dislocated himself in reaching for a de- 
ceptive drop. "Strike Tuh!" A fast, 
straight ball had whizzed directly across the 
plate, waist high, and Burr had never even 
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stirred for it. Evidently his batting eye had 
gone completely back on him. 

The blue section again sent up an elated, 
paean, and fluttered like a bed of flag-lilies 
with the waving of its tiny, blue pennants. 
The mere spectators were rising in their seats, 
and starting toward the exits. On the Army 
side was only gloom and silence. No one 
doubted that the game was over. 

And then some obstinate supporter of the 
Gray, in a moment of inspiration, started up 
the old Army chant, " Fight, Fight, Fight 1" 
Instantly the Corps took it up, and through 
the stand it spread like a contagion, completely 
drowning with its thunderous rhythm the 
noise from the other side of the field. 

" Fight, Fight, Fight! " it rolled out across 
the plain to Burr like a message of cheer 
and encouragement. That is the spirit engen- 
dered at West Point. Do not give in, no 
matter what the odds! Do not yield! 
" The Old Guard dies, but it never sur- 
renders! " 

Involuntarily he squared himself up to the 
plate, and took a firmer grip on his bat. And 
Grimes, failing to realize the subtle change 
which had taken place in his victim, thinking 
only to seal the victory, sought to repeat his 
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former trick, and sent in another fast, straight 
one squarely across the plate. 

Crack! Beverly swung and met it fairly 
on the nose. Straight and true as a rifle bul- 
let, it whizzed over the heads of pitcher 
and second baseman. The backward-racing 
center fielder stabbed desperately for it, but 
in vain. Still a dozen feet in air and travel- 
ing practically on a line, it went on and on 
to score finally as the longest drive ever known 
upon the grounds, and give the three run- 
ners all the time they needed to make a 
leisurely circuit of the bases and win the 
game. 

The vision faded as quickly as it had arisen, 
and Burr came back to himself, his grim sur- 
roundings, and the girl. But in his ears was 
still ringing the stirring staccato of that in- 
sistent, "Fight, Fight, Fight!" and the gos- 
pel of the Easiest Way no longer held over 
him the power of temptation. 

He pressed the poison vial back into 
Nadia's hand, and, smiling gravely, shook his 
head. 

" It is not for me, dear girl," he said gently. 
" I have no quarrel with those who may think 
otherwise, but as for myself — call it tempera- 
ment, training, or what you will-r-theyVe got 
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to get me, when I go. I won't help to an- 
ticipate my time by so much as a single sec- 
ond. Maybe," with his old, boyish shyness 
against anything suggesting an ostentation of 
virtue, " it's just because I'm the kind of a 
fool who can't bear to miss anything that 
might be coming to me. 

" Keep the little bottle for yourself," he 
closed her hand over it, " if that seems the 
wisest course for you to follo\v. Only prom- 
ise me," his tone grew urgent, " that you will 
not resort to it until you have positive assur- 
ance that I am gone." 

She gave a start, and searched his face with 
a quick glance of eager inquiry. 

" You think, then, that there is a chance for 
you to escape?" she whispered breathlessly. 
" You have a hope of some sort? " 

Burr hated to quench that reawakened 
gleam which shone in her eye ; but he felt that 
it was better to be honest with her. 

"Hope?" he repeated. "Not a ray — ex- 
cept that, as we say, while there's life, there's 
hope. But on the strength of that one slim 
chance I want you to give me the promise that 
I ask." 

"And you will not accept this means of 
saving yourself from the dreadful death they 
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have decreed you? " She made a last tremu- 
lous appeal. " Do not decide so hastily, I beg 
of you. See, I will pour a few drops of the 
liquid on my handkerchief — that will serve; 
it is so powerful that you would but have to 
touch the handkerchief to your lips. Then, if 
later you should change your mind " 

But Beverly's refusal was even more em- 
phatic than before. " You do not under- 
stand," he said a shade sternly. "As a sol- 
dier, I have no right to throw my life away. 
It belongs not to myself, but to my country. 
Share the vial with Alvarez ; he may feel dif- 
ferently than I do." 

"Juan?" She cast a glance toward her 
sleeping cousin, so indifferent that under other 
circumstances Burr could not have forborne 
to smile at the recollection of the wild jealousy 
of " Hides " which had consumed him only 
the night before. " But, Sefior, is not Juan 
a soldier, too? " 

" Ye-es. But you of the south have not ex- 
actly the same code of conduct," he muttered, 
" and " 

" You are wrong, Senor." She straightened 
up, her eyes flashing. " We of the south can 
be just as brave and just as resolute as you 
of the north. If it is wrong for you to force 
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the hand of Destiny, so it is wrong for Juan 
and for — myself. 

" Senor, you asked me for a promise not to 
resort to the poison until I had certain infor- 
mation of your death. I give it, for I shall 
not resort to the poison at all." 

As she spoke, she dashed the little vial to 
the floor with such force that it shattered into 
a thousand pieces. 

Burr gazed startled at her a moment; then 
reached out, and again caught her hand be- 
tween both his own, and drew her to him. 

"You are the most gallant spirit, man or 
w^oman, that I have ever known," he mur- 
mured brokenly. " Oh, Nadia, Nadia, noth- 
ing that they may do to me can possibly be 
more bitter than this — to have you come into 
my life only to lose you. It's only the fan- 
tasy of a summer night, as you said, after all, 
dear; and then — good-by forever. Only the 
fantasy of a summer night," he repeated; 
" and I am aching, hungering to make it so 
much more. 

" Look at me! " He thrust out his fettered 
hands. " I stand here yearning to clasp my 
arms about everything I hold dear on earth, 
and Fate steps in to bind me fast. Life and 
love and you — I miss them all ! " 
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" No ! " she cried. " You do not miss them ; 
for even if your hands are bound, life and 
love and I can still clasp you." As she spoke, 
her soft white arms wound themselves about 
him, and her head was laid against his breast. 
"And listen, my darling. A revelation has 
come to me. This is not the end. This can- 
not be the end. I know it, I feel it. As you 
said, while there is life, there is hope. Let 
us cling fast to that, my soldier. Never give 
in. Never let them " 

" Nadia! Nadia! " Madame Von Ledig's 
nervous whisper from the doorway broke in 
upon the girl's exhortation. " We must leave. 
They are coming." 

The girl wound her arms still closer about 
Burr and strained him to her in a last pas- 
sionate embrace. The subtle fragrance of her 
hair was borne to him in a waft of delicate 
perfume. She raised her face to his as he 
bent his head, and for the second time their 
lips met. 

There had been just forty-eight hours be- 
tween those two kisses; and this was their 
farewell. 



CHAPTER XIV 
LEFT TO HIS FATE 

Madame Von Ledig's warning had been no 
mistake. Hardly had Nadia more than de- 
parted before Miguel appeared, heading a 
little squad of men from the crew, and wast- 
ing no words they proceeded to the task in 
hand in a grim, businesslike fashion. 

Rousing Alvarez up, they first invested both 
prisoners in their own cadet uniforms, which 
had evidently been repaired and put in shape 
during the day; then securely tying and gag- 
ging the pair, they carried them to the deck 
in the same sack-of-potatoes manner that they 
had been brought aboard, and dumped them 
over the side into a waiting boat. 

Von Ledig had so far not shown himself; 
but now he appeared at the rail to wave them 
a mocking farewell. 

" Bon voyage, little comrades! " he taunted 
them in a low voice. " Although you prob- 
ably do not appreciate it, you have the honor 
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of aiding in a great cause. About to die, I 
salute you 1 " 

His grating, malicious chuckle rasped after 
them, as the oars silently gave way, and the 
boat slid like a shadow off into the mists. 

And Nadia was left behind in the power of 
this merciless devil ! That was the most ago- 
nizing drop in all the poignant cup that Burr 
was called upon to quaff. 

Meanwhile the boat noiselessly proceeded 
downstream, and with due caution headed in 
toward the bank at a point slightly above the 
ferry landing. The little tub which plies back 
and forth from Garrison station on the other 
shore was tied up for the night, and there was 
no sign of life about her dock; nevertheless, 
Miguel cursed savagely under his breath as 
one of the oars grated faintly in the row- 
locks. Evidently the men were to allow no 
chance of their purpose being detected. 

Burr by this time was of course familiar 
with the general outline of the anarchist 
scheme. He and Alvarez were to be smug- 
gled into one of the buildings together with 
a quantity of dynamite. Then when the fuses 
were lighted, they were to be left to perish in 
the explosion, with the result that when the 
ruins were explored and their bodies discov- 
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ered, the blame for the outrage would be 
attached to them. 

He had speculated not a little, however, as 
to how the details were to be managed; for, 
as may be imagined, to pass two bound pris- 
oners and a quantity of high explosive across 
the guarded lines of an army post is about as 
feasible on the face of it as a raid on the vaults 
of the National City Bank or the Subtreasury 
in Wall Street. 

He was §oon to be enlightened. The boat 
nosed in and rested lightly against the rocky 
shore just where the railroad tunnel burrows 
into the hillside beyond the station; and 
Miguel, leaping ashore, crept up the steep 
bank to make a reconnoissance. 

In the silence that succeeded his departure, 
the steady throb of the engines in the power 
house perched on the ledge immediately above 
them sounded in their ears with startling dis- 
tinctness, and must have been reckoned on by 
the plotters to cover any noise they might 
make. 

Indeed, as the drama in which he played 
such an impassive role proceeded. Burr could 
not but wonder at the extent of the informa- 
tion which Von Ledig had so manifestly gath- 
ered, and the diabolical ingenuity with which 
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he had turned every little circumstance to 
account. 

Miguel now returned, rising suddenly out 
of the darkness, and evidently satisfied with 
his inspection ; for he grunted a low : 

'^Pronto, now! Apurese a horal" 

At the word, the crew instantly bestirred 
themselves to action. Two of the brawniest 
of them caught up Burr and Alvarez in their 
arms and hurriedly mounted the hillside, 
while the others followed, bearing square, 
paper-wrapped packages which they handled 
with a greater degree of care than was ac- 
corded the two prisoners. 

It was a stiff little climb, but not a long one, 
and almost before he realized what they were 
doing to him. Burr, in the arms of his bearer, 
was at the top close beside the spick-and-span 
power house with its glinting steel and brass 
equipment. 

Then, as they crouched there in hiding, one 
of the men left with the boat, which under 
Miguel's orders had been pulled off into the 
mists, fired a pistol, and another, a Peruvian 
with a high soprano voice, raised a cry like 
a woman in distress. 

The shift at the power house, an engineer 
and his helper, ran out, and were joined by 
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the sentinel at that post, who came springing 
down the bank, his rifle in his hand. 

" What was that? " they asked one another 
excitedly. 

Again the high-pitched cry arose : " Help ! 
Help 1 " And without waiting for anything 
more, the three men dashed away toward the 
shore. 

Miguel turned to his command. "Now's 
our chance! " he hissed sharply. '^ Muevasef " 
And the party hurriedly rose up from their 
concealment to enter the deserted power 
house. 

Their leader, darting ahead, led the way for 
the straggling procession to an orifice which 
opened in the back wall of the basement to 
permit the entrance of a twisted mass of 
pipes. 

At last Burr understood the method which 
Von Ledig had evolved to carry out his 
scheme; for this orifice, as he knew, was the 
mouth of the conduit through which were 
conveyed the steam pipes for the heating of 
the various buildings of the Academy in win- 
ter, and which, with its branches and rami- 
fications, extended into the subbasement of 
every important structure. 

It was, moreover, for purposes of inspection 
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and repair, supplied with steps, and capacious 
enough to allow a grown man to pass through 
it almost erect. 

In winter, with the pipes sizzling so close 
at hand, it might have been a little difficult 
to negotiate, but now it was no trick at all 
for Von Ledig's men, burdened though they 
were, to penetrate to the very heart of the 
garrison. 

So up the subterranean passage Burr felt 
himself borne, his stalwart captor having to 
bend half double to avoid the roof, and puffing 
as he made the steep ascent. Ahead of them 
Miguel's flash lamp flitted like a will-o'-the- 
wisp in the darkness as he showed the way 
to go, while behind, like a string of burros 
on a narrow mountain road, came the laden 
members of the party. 

The main line of the conduit, as Burr knew, 
extended in a straight line to the old cadet 
barracks ; but at a point somewhere under the 
east sallyport of the quadrangle, a large 
branch forked off to carry the pipes which 
supply heat to the Administration Building 
and the immediately adjoining structures. 

Into this Miguel turned with a certainty 
which indicated that he had traversed the 
road before, probably on a trip to spy out 
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the land, and followed it to its outlet in one of 
the deep subcellars under headquarters. 

These subcellars under the various build- 
ings are a peculiar institution at West Point, 
and little known in their entirety even to the 
oldest of the officers. Tier after tier they go 
burrowing down into the hill, their very ex- 
istence forgotten as new buildings have from 
time to time been erected on the foundations 
of the old. 

Often have workmen in making repairs or 
installing new equipment been surprised, 
when they thought they had reached the low- 
est level, to come upon some half-bricked-up 
arch or concealed iron door leading down 
a flight of old stone steps into still lower 
chambers. 

Indeed, it is a matter of record that on one 
occasion a group of lawless cadets established 
a club room down in one of these retreats, even 
including a pool table among the furnishings, 
and maintained it as a daily meeting place for 
an entire winter. The authorities were aware 
that such a place was in existence; in their 
searching about for it they could even catch 
the faint clicking of the pool balls and the 
muffled ring of youthful voices. But so well 
was the secret kept, and so cleverly the ap- 
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proach to the resort concealed, that it was 
months before it was located, and even then 
the delinquents escaped without detection. 

Certainly, Von Ledig could not have chosen 
a better spot for the culminating feature of his 
carefully worked-out scheme. These musty 
vaults, especially at this time of year, were 
practically never visited. He had only to 
plant his dynamite, light the fuses, and then 
leaving them sputtering, go away, confident 
that no interference would occur to prevent 
the subsequent explosion which, going off thus 
in the very bowels of the doomed buildings, 
was certain to create terrific destruction. 

Still Miguel did not allow any relaxation 
in the iron rule of caution which he imposed 
on his men. One of them who ventured to 
light a cigarette after coming out of the con- 
duit had it snatched from his lips and tram- 
pled out on the stone pavement before he 
hardly got a whiff. Another who happened 
to speak above a whisper was called down in 
a way that might have served as a model to 
a baseball manager paying his compliments to 
some bonehead player. 

All the time, though, he was rapidly com- 
pleting his arrangements, according, no doubt, 
to a programme formulated in advance. Tak- 
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ing the shoes of Burr and Alvarez, he stole 
away to place them, as he explained, on the 
stairs leading down into the subbasement, and 
thus furnish a clew to help hang responsibility 
upon the two cadets. 

Indeed, there was hardly a possible detail 
that could throw a suspicion of guilt upon 
the pair which had been overlooked. Yet 
there was one feature which, it seemed to 
Burr, Von Ledig had failed to take into 
account. 

Were not he and Alvarez — or such rem- 
nants of them as might be found after the 
explosion — bound to appear as prisoners from 
the very fact that, not daring to set them at 
liberty, their captors would have to leave on 
them the fetters which secured their limbs and 
the gags which muzzled their lips? 

As this reflection came to him, it offered a 
sudden suggestion — hope springs eternal — 
and by violent wrigglings and all sorts 
of contortions of his features, he managed 
to signify that he wished speech with 
Miguel. 

So insistent was he at this that at last the 
grim leader somewhat grudgingly assented, 
and, working his jaws a moment to relieve 
them from the cramping of the gag, Burr 
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rather breathlessly set forth what was in his 
mind. 

"Say, look here, old top," he urged; "it 
isn't any of my mix, I suppose you'll say, but, 
all the same, I want to point out to you that 
you're getting your formation pretty badly 
gummed. Now the game, as I hive it, is to 
make out that Alvarez, here, and I are the 
ones who are at the bottom of all this funny 
business; but you've evidently overlooked the 
fact that if there's enough left of us to be 
identified, it'll also be shown up that we were 
prisoners, and that's the surest proof in the 
world that we are innocent. In other words," 
he concluded triumphantly, " it looks to me as 
if you and Von Ledig, like all the other crooks 
who ever tried to pull a slick deal, had left a 
loose end dangling which sooner or later is 
bound to trip you up." 

He had expected to see Miguel over- 
whelmed with consternation at this present- 
ment, and had more than half hoped that after 
discussing the matter among themselves, the 
Reds would decide to take himself and Al- 
varez back to the yacht for further orders 
from Von Ledig — a step which must in- 
evitably give them respite for another day 
with all the possibilities which that entailed. 
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But his swarthy custodian showed no signs 
of perturbation. 

" Is that all you want to say? " he inquired 
indifferently. 

" Why, yes ; but I don't believe you under- 
stand, man. What I am trying to tell you 



is '' 



"Oh, I understand, Seiior." Miguel 
shrugged his shoulders. He turned to the fel- 
low who had Beverly in charge. " Put on the 
gag again," he said. " Or, no," he reconsid- 
ered ; " thiat will be unnecessary now. Just 
pick him up and bring him this way." 

Burr did not have to wait long for an ex- 
planation of the other's lack of concern. 
Through two or three more cellar chambers 
he was carried at Miguel's direction, and then 
was allowed to watch while the square pack- 
ages, which the party had brought with them, 
were unwrapped and set about the room. 
They proved to be infernal machines, each 
supplied with enough dynamite to blow a bat- 
tleship out of the water, and each fitted with 
an alarm-clock attachment. 

" We will set these clocks for nine-thirty," 
he muttered; perhaps for the edification of 
the prisoners, but more probably repeating 
the instructions which Von Ledig had issued ; 
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" and that will catch all the chief officers at 
their desks and the place pretty well filled up 
with people. 

" And now/* he nodded to the two men who 
were carrying Burr and Alvarez, " take those 
two whelps into that compartment yonder," 
indicating a corner of the vaulted chamber 
which for some reason had been partitioned 
off with heavy planks. 

" Untie them, and remove their gags," he 
directed, when the shift had been made. 

Burr could scarcely believe his ears. Were 
they really going to be so shortsighted as to 
leave himself and his companion at liberty? 
True, the stout partition would hem them in, 
and as a further precaution Miguel was affix- 
ing a strong, new padlock to the door which 
gave access to the outer cellar; but what were 
such barriers to two perfectly fit West Point- 
ers with not only their lives at stake, but 
their honor as well? Why, under such an in- 
centive. Burr felt that he would be capable 
alone of bursting through a partition twice as 
strong as that which faced him. His muscles 
involuntarily swelled in a sort of Samsonlike 
ardor, and he carefully avoided glancing at 
Alvarez lest his eyes should betray a glint of 
his inward exultation. 
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In the meanwhile Miguel had finished put- 
ting the new padlock on the door, and, having 
tested it, nodded his satisfaction with the 
job. 

" So you thought there was no way to hold 
you children quiet down here except with 
handcuffs and gags, eh?" he growled, step- 
ping over toward Burr. " And you reasoned 
that those things would show up as proof of 
your innocence? Well, you were right." He 
paused, and, stooping over, picked up all the 
cords which had been cut away from the pris- 
oners, and stuffed them carefully into his 
pocket. 

" But you were wrong, young sir," he re- 
sumed, " if you counted for a minute on our 
failing to take all due precautions to have you 
here when the blast goes off." 

As he spoke, he reached over and seized the 
cadet's wrist in a firm grip, at the same time 
pushing up his sleeve. 

" Ouchl " exclaimed Burr, as he felt a sud- 
den sharp prick in the flesh of his forearm 
like the jab of a pin. " What are you trying 
to do there?" 

But already Miguel had passed on, and was 
repeating the operation on Alvarez ; and as he 
raised up, Beverly saw concealed in his hand 
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a little instrument which he recognized as a 
hypodermic needle. 

"Morphine," Miguel vouchsafed, in an- 
swer to the quick glance of startled inquiry 
which Burr threw at him. " Less obviaus 
than the handcuffs and gags to which you ob- 
jected, and even more effective." 

"The devil 1 " was all that Burr could say 
in response. Then, in a sort of desperation, 
he flung back his head and shrieked at the 
top of his voice. 

"Helpl Helpl Help 1 " he called, but his 
cries were muffled and shut in by the stone 
ceiling above, flung back at him from the par- 
tition in front as from a sounding board. 

" Howl onl " sneered Miguel. " It will not 
be for long. In a few minutes the only sound 
you'll be capable of giving is a snore." 

Burr could have flown at him in his rage 
and wretchedness. Such an expedient as this 
on the part of the enemy had never even 
entered his mind ; and yet how thoroughly it 
insured the end for which the anarchists were 
working! He and Alvarez would lie there, 
inert, helpless, more thoroughly prisoners 
than if loaded down with irons, incapable of 
thinking, acting, or planning, unconsciously 
slumbering on until the crack of doom came 
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to wipe out everything except the plain pre- 
sumption of their guilt. 

Yes ; if he had followed his natural impulse, 
Burr would have flung himself in foaming, 
wildcat fury at his tormentors, heedless of the 
futility of engaging a dozen men at once, 
thirsting only to give expression to his anger 
and despair. 

But back in his brain somewhere a strain 
of wily caution — perhaps inherited from that 
shrewd old financier, his father, perhaps born 
from the repression of his military training, 
the instinct to let no one get his " goat " — 
gave him pause. 

It was not by violence that he could gain 
anything. That would be only to play into 
the enemy's hand by wasting the little time 
and energy left to him before the numbing 
drug seized hold upon his senses. No ; hope- 
less as the situation seemed, there might be 
somewhere in it a meager chance of escape. 
But to find this he must utilize every second 
of the few moments left to him in planning 
and thinking. The thing now was not to 
bandy words or blows with the Reds, but to 
get rid of them, to be alone. 

Leaning slightly forward, he gave to Al- 
varez the swift, covert signal with which the 
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cadets are accustomed to communicate with 
one another in the ranks, apparently never al- 
tering for a moment their stiff, statuesque pose 
as so many moving gray automatons. 

The signal said now, " Listen ! I have 
something I want to tell you," and, following 
it, he shot a significant glance out of the cor- 
ner of his eye in the direction of his com- 
panion. 

To his gratification, he saw that he had at- 
tracted Alvarez's attention. 

" I am listening." His glance shot back a 
response. 

"Then take your cue from me, and do as 
I do," Burr telegraphed in code with quick, 
scarcely perceptible gesticulations of his fin- 
ger tips ; and, as he finished, he began to feign 
the approach of sleep. 

As a matter of fact, the morphine had as 
yet taken no hold on him ; but so well did he 
portray the symptoms of drowsiness, and 
so faithfully did Alvarez follow his exam- 
ple, that even the suspicious Miguel was 
deceived. 

Ostentatiously the two cadets yawned, 
blinked, nodded, strove in vain apparently to 
keep awake, and at last, as if overcome, rolled 
over on the ground and almost simultaneously 
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relapsed into a pretense of stertorous uncon- 
sciousness. 

Miguel surveyed them a minute; then, after 
stirring them none too gently with his foot 
and evoking no response, decided that they 
would " do." 

" Move lively, now, comrades," they heard 
him growl, as he called his men outside, and 
rattled the padlock on the door to make sure 
that it was fast. " They're good for a long 
twelve hours, with that dose I gave them, and 
we cannot afford to waste more time. The 
chief will be raging, as it is, over the delay. 
He expected to be able to sail a half an hour 
ago." 

Already Burr's arm was up to his lips. 
" Suck the place where he punctured you! " 
he hissed across to Alvarez. 

" Will that take out the morphine? " ques- 
tioned the other. 

" How do I know? It's what they 
do in snakebite. Anyhow, it's a chance, 
and I'm not overlooking any bets at this 
stage of the game. So suck for all you are 
worth." 

He paused there to listen again to the voices 
of the anarchists outside, as they made their 
way toward the exit 
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"Where goes the yacht from here, 
Miguel? " one of them was asking. 

" Oh, only down the river and perhaps a 
half day's run out to sea — far enough to drop 
the girl overside with safety and get rid of 
her. Then we come back to shed crocodile 
tears, and make out " 

The voices trailed away into silence, but 
Burr, hardly waiting for that, was already on 
his feet, and squaring off for a rush against 
the padlocked door. 

Alvarez's hand, however, was quickly laid 
on his arm with a restraining pressure. 

"Hold on!" adjured "Hides." "They 
can't be more than out to the conduit. The 
crash now would bring them swarming back 
here like a flock of bees. Wait three minutes 
more, anyhow, before you start anything." 

" Wait? " Burr turned on him fiercely. 
" Did you hear what that cold-blooded fiend 
said they were planning to do with Nadia? 

He said — he said " All at once Beverly 

found himself struggling with a curious thick- 
ness in his speech, a strange numbing of his 
faculties. 

" Miguel said " he began again, striving 

to speak slowly and distinctly. "Miguel 
said " But what it was that Miguel had 
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said he could not now for the life of him 
recall. His memory had grown torpid, his 
mind confused. 

After all, what did it matter, he thought. 
What did anything matter? A sense of lassi- 
tude, both mental and physical, was stealing 
over him. His eyelids were heavy. He 
weaved to and fro uncertainly upon his 
feet. 

Then, like a swimmer coming to the sur- 
face after a deep dive, he rose above the 
drowsiness which was overwhelming him, and 
his head cleared. 

Clutching Alvarez, who reeled against him 
at the moment, in a grip that caused a pro- 
test of pain, he savagely exhorted the stagger- 
ing South American. 

"Wake up, there!" he snarled. "Wake 
up, * Hides M It's the dope getting us, and I 
tell you we've got to fight against it. Pull 
yourself together, man, and help me rush this 
door. Don't let down again, for God's sake ; 
for the next time, I'm thinking, it'll be for 
keeps I 

" There ; that's better," as he felt the other 
straighten up. under his prompting. " Now 
for the door! Both of us together! " 

Bang! They crashed into it at his word. 
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But the stout barrier was not made to give 
way so easily. It shook and shivered under 
the impact of their three hundred pounds of 
West Point brawn, but it held firm. Another 
time they tried it, but without avail. And 
then a third attempt still proving futile, they 
drew back for a moment to rest. 

"If only those rats had left us our shoes, 
I believe I could kick a plank loose," mur- 
mured Burr; "but stocking-footed as we are 
we're handicapped.'' 

His regrets on this score, however, were 
speedily merged into a stronger emotion, for 
as he turned to ask his companion if he was 
ready for another try, he got only a half- 
intelligible reply. Once more Alvarez was 
drifting off into somnolence. 

And, to his greater horror, he felt him- 
self sagging, too, the grip which he was 
striving to maintain on his consciousness loos- 
ening. 

"Hey there, * Hides'!" He caught the 
other and shook him back and forth in a 
frenzy. " You can't go to sleep ! You shan't, 
I tell you! Wake up, man! Rough-house 
me! Dance, sing, yell, do anything to keep 
moving." 

But to appeals, entreaties, taunts, and in- 
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suits alike^ Alvarez paid not the slightest heed. 
Even physical violence, the twisting of his 
thumb, the application of a knuckle to his eye- 
ball, roused him to only a muttered grunt of 
expostulation. 

And at last, as Burr let go of him, he col- 
lapsed like a rag doll, and, sprawling out 
upon the pavement, lay enchained in stupor. 

Over Burr swept a sense of hopeless, chill- 
ing defeat. Even with the combined efforts of 
two men, the difficulties in the way of escape 
had certainly been formidable enough. For 
him to dream of accomplishing it alone was 
sheer madness. 

Already his brain was dulling again under 
the influence of the drug, his eyes closing. 
It required an effort for him to lift his hand; 
the lethargy he had fought so hard to down 
was creeping over him again. 

And why resist, he asked himself drowsily. 
He had shot his bolt. He had done all that 
he could. \yas he to blame, because the odds 
against him had been too strong? Why, then, 
torture himself further in the attempt to keep 
awake? He was beaten, done for. So let 
him lie down and sleep until the end. 

Indeed, he was practically asleep, as it was. 
True, he was still upon his feet, but his head 
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was sunk upon his breast, his eyes shut. His 
knees were slowly giving way beneath him. 
Another moment and he would be lying, a 
comatose heap, beside Alvarez on the pave- 
ment. 

His mind, too, was wandering off into vi- 
sions and erratic imaginings, and by some 
freak of fancy he seemed to be arguing his 
position with the Spirit of the Corps — that 
tradition of West Point's unfaltering pluck 
and valor, which has survived a hundred 
years — trying to convince the stern monitor 
how useless it was to struggle longer. 

The Spirit waved its hand, and all about 
him there seemed to ring out the strains of a 
stirring chorus — that chorus which had 
nerved him to refuse Nadia's little vial, and 
its insidious appeal. 

"Fight! Fight! Fight!" Burr heard it 
as plainly as if it were sounding from a thou- 
sand throats in that never-to-be-forgotten 
ball game, and it brought him back to life and 
action. 

Thrilling to it, he shook off the apathy 
which held him, and gathering himself in a 
supreme effort, hurled himself against the 
door. 

Perhaps it had been weakened by the pre- 
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vious concerted onslaughts of himself and Al- 
varez. Perhaps the very exigency of his case 
endowed him at the moment with an almost 
superhuman power. At any rate, the door 
went down before him, and he staggered over 
its ruins into the outer cellar. 



CHAPTER XV 
THROUGH THRONGING PERILS 

There was no time to waste, Burr knew. It 
was by sheer force of will that he was hold- 
ing at bay the insidious drug which was 
clutching at his brain and striving to enthrall 
his limbs. The unequal battle could not last 
long. If he was to accomplish anything, it 
must be done speedily. Therefore, paying no 
heed to the slumbering Alvarez, he headed, 
with what haste he could, for the outside 
world. 

Yet, with all the incentive that he had, his 
progress was painfully slow. He seemed to 
himself to be walking through a quagmire, in 
which he plunged to the hips at every step. 
It was like lifting a ton every time that he 
raised his foot. Each yard that he advanced 
was made only at the expense of every ounce 
of resolution that he could command, and tBe 
way appeared endless. 

His head was swimming dizzily. He dozed 
oflF continually, and the fighting of his way 

262 
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back to consciousness again was each time a 
longer and more torturing process. Around 
him were the infernal machines ; but they, in- 
stead of serving as a spur to his flagging senses, 
only acted as a soporific with their monoto- 
nous, lullaby ticking. He staggered on among 
them, reeling like a drunken man. Yet by 
some intervention of Providence he was saved 
from colliding with any of them, and so bring- 
ing on the very catastrophe he was seeking 
to avert. 

And so at last he crossed the seemingly in- 
terminable length of cellar floor, and came to 
the archway which led into the next chamber. 
From this, he knew, a stairway ran up to the 
surface, and he was counting on the fresher air 
at this point to revive him suflSciently so that 
he could make the ascent, and attract the at- 
tention of the sentinel pacing the road outside 
the Administration Building. 

But he had reckoned without his Miguel. 
As he came to the archway and attempted to 
pass through, he found himself confronted by 
an iron door, which had been drawn across the 
aperture, and when he tried to open it he dis- 
covered that it was securely locked. 

This, then, was the end. A moment he beat 
unavailingly against its unyielding surface. 



264 THE GIRL OF THE GUARD LINE 

He ran his fingers around its edges in the 
hope that he might find some crack or crevice 
which would afford a point of purchase. But 
he knew ail the time that it was no use. Even 
if he had been in full possession of all his nor- 
mal strength, instead of weak as a kitten, he 
could not have forced this obstruction. That 
was a job for a blacksmith or a safe-blower 
equipped with all their tools. 

He gave way to a sick chagrin, and lost 
himself for a moment. A moment, or was it 
a lapse of hours? He never knew. 

At any rate, when he came drowsily to him- 
self again he was still leaning against the iron 
door, and, to his imagination, that hateful bar- 
rier seemed to take on there in the darkness 
a visible form and shape. It was the face of 
Von Ledig grinning at him in malicious 
triumph. 

He struck at the face with all his feeble 
strength, but only succeeded in bruising his 
knuckles against the door. And the malicious 
grin of triumph still continued to mock and 
taunt him with his impotence. 

He closed his eyes to help him think. In 
the silence the tick, tick, tick of the clocks 
upon the infernal machines kept beating in 
his ears, and irritated him. They were click- 
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ing his life away, but it was not that whicB 
disturbed him. It was because, like the buz- 
zing of a swarm of mosquitoes, they interfered 
with his thoughts, and prevented him from 
evolving a plan to demolish that face of Von 
Ledig's on the door. 

And then a suggestion came to him: He 
would stop them. It required all the remnant 
of strength that he could muster. He was un- 
able to stand upon his legs, and could scarcely 
even crawl ; but somehow he managed to make 
the circuit of the chamber, tumbling and roll- 
ing like a baby just learning to creep, as he 
went from one of the infernal machines to 
another. 

And, although his fingers were all thumbs, 
and the apparatus was so nicely adjusted that 
he was literally toying with death every time 
he touched a wheel or wire, he somehow suc- 
ceeded in stopping the annoying ticking with- 
out producing an explosion. 

Experts who examined the machines after- 
wards, and saw how clumsily he had gone at 
his task of breaking those delicate attachments 
there in the pitch darkness, could only shake 
their heads and declare that it was a miracle. 

Perhaps the secret was that in his half- 
comatose condition, and entirely absorbed in 
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the obsession which held him, he was entirely 
devoid of fear or apprehension. He did not 
realize that he was tampering with tremen- 
dous charges of dynamite, but only that he 
wanted to stop the clatter of the clocks so 
that he could think. 

And yet, when his work was done, he did 
not return to his interrupted reflections. In- 
deed, he had forgotten his purpose in that 
respect before he had gone halfway around 
the cellar, and was absorbed merely in the 
stopping of the clocks. Such a twilight stage 
of consciousness as his has not room for more 
than one object at a time. 

So, whether by his feat he succeeded in 
exorcising the vision of Von Ledig which so 
bothered him, or whether it was simply that 
the morphine took a fresh grip upon his sensi- 
bilities, it can only be said that, as he finished 
with the last machine, he flopped down on 
the stone pavement beside it, and in a trice 
was dead to the world. 

There he lay, to all intents and purposes, a 
niere stertorous-breathing log of wood, heed- 
less to the fact that he had saved West Point 
from extinction, that he had circumvented the 
long-cherished scheme of the Red Brother- 
hood ; heedless, too, of the fact that Von Ledig, 
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ignorant of these developments, was carrying 
the daughter of the Aureatan ambassador out 
to sea, with the professed intention of making 
an end of her. 

When he again returned to consciousness, 
it was to find Alvarez vigorously shaking him 
by the shoulder, and he roused only long 
enough to protest against the indignity, and 
then relapsed into his sodden slumbers. 

But Alvarez was not to be denied. He 
was a very weak and shaky Alvarez, it must 
be confessed; but he was driven by a dread 
which overmastered the infirmities of the 
flesh. 

"Wake up, there, Bumblebee," he urged 
passionately. "Wake up, amigol There's 
an iron door here that bars the way, and un- 
less we can scheme some way of getting 
through it, we're going to be blown to king- 
dom come! Those infernal machines are apt 
to go off at any minute! " 

A dim realization of what he was saying 
broke upon Burr's clouded intelligence. 

" There's where you lose, * Hides,' " he 
muttered, turning over on his arm. "They 
are not going off. Why? Because I stopped 
the clocks." 

" You stopped the clocks? " Alvarez gasped 
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incredulously, and yet, as he stopped to listen, 
he had to recognize that the ticking had 
ceased. 

There was silence for a moment or two. 
The brains of both of them were working 
slowly, and it took time to digest even a sim- 
ple idea. 

Then, with a flash of recollection. Burr 
raised himself up. 

" What time is it? " he demanded excitedly. 

Alvarez could only confess his ignorance. 
Down in the unlighted cellar it was still black 
as midnight, and even if either of them had 
possessed a watch, it would have been impos- 
sible, without a match or light of any kind, 
to have told the hour. 

As if in answer to Burr's question, though, 
there was borne to their ears, penetrating even 
to those gloomy depths, the faint, clear notes 
of a bugle from the parade ground. It was 
the call for guard mount. 

"Ten-thirty!" they exclaimed together; 
and Alvarez drew a long, deep sigh of 
relief. 

" I was wondering whether it might not 
be that one of those things would go off, any- 
how," he explained. "Just think. Bumble- 
bee," he spoke in a somewhat awe-struck tone, 
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" if you hadn't stopped those devilish clocks, 
by this time you and I would be " 

" You and I ? " Burr broke in fiercely. 
" I'm not thinking now of us, nor even of 
the post. Do you realize that it's half-past 
ten o'clock, and that yacht, with Nadia de la 
Paz on it, must by this time be well out to 
sea?" 

He braced back, as if to fling himself at the 
iron door; but the surge of strength which 
had carried him to his feet under his recog- 
nition of the girl's desperate peril died even 
as it was born. 

With a qualm of deathly nausea, he felt 
himself grow limp and faint as a rag, and he 
had to lean against the granite wall be- 
side him to keep from falling to the 
floor. 

Alvarez had no suggestions to ofl?er. To 
him, Nadia's doom seemed fixed and in- 
evitable. He accepted it with a gloomy 
fatalism. 

" Well, there's nothing we can do," he mut- 
tered hopelessly. 

"Nothing we can do?" snarled Burr. 
" You spineless piece of putty, don't you know 
there is always something to do? Oh, if I 
only had a good American * file ' here with 
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me," he groaned, " instead of this cheese- 
brained Greaser!" 

He was retching and reeling in the ghastly 
afterthroes of morphine. Had he yielded to 
his inclinations, he would have stretched him- 
self out on the floor, and given himself over 
to his misery. But in fierce determination 
he propped himself up against the wall, and, 
clutching his throbbing head between his 
hands, tried to force himself to think. 

With the vision before him of that yacht 
steaming out to sea, bearing the helpless 
Nadia to her fate, he felt like tearing at the 
walls of masonry which surrounded him with 
his naked hands, and hurling himself vainly 
against the impregnable iron of the door. 

The impassive resignation of his compan- 
ion fairly infuriated him, and he took a half 
step forward, as if to rouse the fellow, with 
some stronger argument than that of mere 
words. 

But away from the sustaining wall, he was 
seized with such a fit of dizzy vertigo that 
involuntarily he threw out his hand to catch 
something to support him. 

It came in contact with one of the steam 
pipes leading through the cellar to supply 
heat to the building above, and, as he trem- 
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blingly grasped it, the cold sweat breaking out 
all over him, an idea came. 

" ' Hides,' " he demanded, " do you think 
you could make your way back across the 
cellar to the partition, and help me wrench off 
a hinge or any other piece of iron from that 
door I broke down? " 

But Alvarez rather demurred at the propo- 
sition. " What good will that do? " he ques- 
tioned. " You'd have a healthy time prying 
open that slab of iron in front of us with any- 
thing you could get loose back there. Be- 
sides," he objected, " it's too much of a risk 
to go stumbling around here in the dark, and 
possibly collide with one of the infernal ma- 
chines. Even if the clockwork is discon- 
nected, I don't suppose it would take more 
than the slightest jar to set one of them off." 

"Lord I Haven't you any grit left?" 
sneered Burr. "Who said anything about 
trying to jimmy the gate open? That isn't 
my scheme at all. And what do you expect 
us to do, anyway? Camp down here in front 
of this bally old door and starve to death, 
simply because we're afraid of a few little 
boxes of fireworks?" 

" Somebody will come along sooner or 
later, and let us out," muttered Alvarez sulk- 



272 THE GIRL OF THE GUARD LINE 

ily. Still, there was a note of uneasy appre- 
hension in the retort, which told Burr that he 
was more or less startled by the presentation 
of this new danger which confronted them. 

" Yes, somebody will come along — maybe, 
about the first of November," he jeered. " In 
the meantime, we can yell ourselves hoarse 
and beat our fists to a pulp against that iron 
without attracting a bit of attention." 

He recognized what was the matter with 
the South American. The fellow, as a result 
of the ordeal through which he had passed, 
was in a state of abject physical funk. The 
presence of the infernal machines all about 
had so worked on his imagination that he 
hardly dared to move. 

Yet Burr, unstrung and flaccid as he was, 
simply had to have the chapes assistance. 
Therefore, he deliberately set to work to play 
up the horrible prospect of a continued incar- 
ceration in the vault — by no means an imag- 
inary hazard, at that — and at last succeeded 
in obtaining a faint and faltering response. 

To leave that friendly wall for the trip back 
to the partition required a resolution on 
Beverly's part greater than if he had been 
called upon to lead a forlorn hope. No hap- 
less passenger on a storm-tossed sailing vessel 
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ever revolted more against effort or move- 
ment of any kind. He was literally in a sea- 
green collapse, lifeless, ambitionless. 

Nevertheless, since there was no help for 
it, he gritted his teeth, and, laying his course 
as best he could from the position where he 
was, took on the job. 

And now the same deadly fear which had 
unmanned Alvarez beset him, too. Flounder- 
ing and falling in their weakness, with heads 
swimming dizzily, unable to see an inch ahead 
of them, the chances were strongly in favor 
of their butting into one of those instruments 
of death so closely set about with caps and 
attachment all nicely adjusted to explode at 
the slightest contact. To you who have 
banged so unexpectedly into the walls or fur- 
niture while striving to cross your familiar 
bedroom in the dark may come some realiza- 
tion of the peril they faced from those thick- 
strewn machines of death. 

It was only by clamping his mind upon the 
vision of that yacht speeding out to sea that 
Burr could force himself ahead, dragging his 
trembling comrade with him. 

How many times they shaved extinction by 
a hair's breadth, as they made their uncertain, 
zigzag progress across the cellar, they never 
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knew; but their luck held, and they gained at 
last the goal for which they were seeking, 
unscathed except for the minor bruises and 
scratches which they had sustained in their 
frequent tumbles. 

An examination of the door Burr had 
broken, made with hurriedly groping fingers, 
revealed, too, that the hasp to which Miguel 
had attached his padlock had been sprung out 
from the wood, and could, with a certain 
amount of effort, be torn loose. 

Still, with only their hands as tools — hands 
which were nerveless and shaking, at that, and 
had no force or power behind them — it was 
a long and disheartening piece of labor before 
the screws finally yielded, and the short bar 
of steel came away in their grasp. 

And even after that there was the return 
journey to the exit to be made, with all its at- 
tendant terrors and chances of disaster. But 
since the human mind is so constructed that 
it cannot linger long on the high spots of 
either joy or fear, it was made much more rap- 
idly, and with far less trepidation, than be- 
fore. The two cadets by this time had com- 
menced to imbibe the familiarity with the 
dangers surrounding them which breeds 
contempt. 
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Also the sickness and nausea which had fol- 
lowed as a reaction on their awaking from 
the drug was beginning to wear off, and un- 
der the impetus of a new hope both of them 
were manifesting something more like their 
normal trim. 

Not that Burr's anxiety in regard to Nadia 
was any the less. He grudged every moment 
of delay which held him there a prisoner, and 
prevented him from taking steps — he hardly 
knew what, just yet, but something — to effect 
her rescue. He dared not let his mind dwell 
upon what would happen if he should be too 
late. He must not be too late; that was all 
there was to it! So, in American fashion, he 
fought back the misgivings which assailed 
him, and cloaked his torturing suspense un- 
der a flow of absurd chatter. 

"Well, here at last, little one!" He 
breathed a sigh of heart-felt relief as his 
groping hand reached out again and touched 
the steam pipe running up beside the arched 
exit. " Here again, and thanks to our lucky 
stars not as two portions of hash, either. 

" And, such being the case," he drew back 
the steel hasp in his hand, and with it lustily 
smote the steam pipe, " I shall summon the 
warder of the keep. 
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" One ring for the chambermaid," he 
quoted lightly. " Two for ice water. Three 
for the undertaker. And four for fire. I 
guess IMl give them all; then somebody is 
pretty sure to answer." 

Down in the power house, at the foot of the 
hill, the din of his banging strokes reverber- 
ated faintly along the pipes, and attracted the 
attention of the engineer in charge. 

"Who's hammerin' on them pipes?" he 
demanded, turning to his helper. " I didn't 
know there was any repairs ordered." 

" There ain't." The other raised his head 
to listen. " It's some of them damn' kaydets, 
that's snuck down into the basement. Here, 
I'll go up and chase 'em." He started toward 
the conduit. 

" No, you won't." His superior halted him. 
" They'd scatter and be gone before you ever 
got your hands on 'em, and then they'd have the 
laugh on us, and be back doing the same trick 
every day. If you leave 'em alone, and don't 
let on like you heard nothin', they'll soon get 
tired, and quit it." And the two turned back 
again to oiling up their engines. 

Meanwhile Burr, keeping up a steady clan- 
gor, was beginning to grow impatient. Could 
it be that he had erred in his hypothesis, and 
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that neither up npr down was the sound car- 
ried? Was his vigorous tattoo lost some- 
where, owing to a break or disconnection in 
the pipes? 

He paused a moment, and handed the hasp 
over to Alvarez, with a laugh that was slightly 
strained. 

" Here, you try it, * Hides,* " he said. 
" They don't seem to care for my style of play- 
ing. Maybe I'm a little off in my technique." 

Down in the power house, the engineer 
glanced across significantly at his assistant, as 
the clattering ceased. 

" There," he commented ; " didn't I tell you 
they'd get tired after a while? No, by 
glory!" he snorted, as Alvarez energetically 
took hold. " The little devils ain't going to 
give up so easy as I thought. 

" Well," he shifted his quid from one side 
of his mouth to the other, " I guess I can stand 
it as long as they can. I know one thing, 
they'll wait a precious long while before they 
ever get me racing up there after them." 

It was a gloomy outlook for the prisoners, 
since the engineer was a man of settled convic- 
tions, and, having once made up his mind on 
a point, was as likely to change as the stars in 
their orbits, or the Ethiopian his skin. 
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But by good fortune the adjutant up at 
headquarters had some very important reports 
to make out that day, and, although the noise 
came to him far more faintly than down in 
the power house, he regarded it with far less 
philosophic calm. 

He was a nervous man, with a spiky, 
pointed mustache, and, after he had twitched 
around in his seat for a half hour or so, he 
burst into a torrent of profanity, and grabbed 
for the telephone. 

"Give me the power house!" he roared, 
and then, when the connection was effected: 
" Engineer, what is the reason foj all this 
diabolical banging on the steam pipes? If 
that sort of thing has to be done, it strikes me 
that you could choose a more auspicious time. 
We're not accustomed up here to working in 
a boiler shop." 

" It ain't me, sir," the engineer hastened to 
excuse himself. " It's some of them pesky 
kaydets." 

" Cadets, eh? Well, see that it's put a stop 
to, no matter who's responsible. I can't hear 
myself think in such a racket." 

The engineer turned to his helper, with a 
shrug of the shoulders. 

" I guess we'll have to take a run up the 
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conduit, after all, Joe," he grumbled. " Tha 
adj seems to be a little on his ear. Mebbe 
if you go one way and I go t'other we can 
ketch some of the young monkeys between 



us." 



Meanwhile, however, the irritated adjutant 
was telephoning in other directions. He 
called the officer of the day; he called the 
superintendent of grounds and buildings; he 
summoned to him the janitor of headquarters. 

Consequently, it was quite a host which ul- 
timately gathered outside the iron door on the 
other side of which Burr and Alvarez were 
keeping up their obstinate, but more and more 
despairing, serenade. 

Under cover of the din they were making, 
they failed to hear the trampling of the ap- 
proaching footsteps, or the voices outside, as 
the several scouting parties, guided by their 
ears, advanced upon the retreat. 

It was not until the iron door was unlatched 
and flung back, and their blinking eyes gazed 
into a flare of lights, that the two cadets re- 
alized their long ordeal was over at last, and 
the succor they had so earnestly besought was 
at hand. 

True, the succorers themselves did not im- 
mediately recognize their grateful office. The 
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greeting extended the pair was more befit- 
ting hardened malefactors than of two who 
might justly be called the saviors of West 
Point. 

" Ketched *em dead to rights, by gum ! " 
jubilantly ejaculated the engineer. 

The superintendent of grounds and build- 
ings apostrophized them in far from compli- 
mentary language. 

The representative of the officer of the day, 
after one identifying glance, notified them 
that they were under arrest. 

" You will go to your quarters, gentlemen," 
he said. 

But it was not to their quarters that Burr 
and Alvarez went. Breaking through the 
ring of accusing faces around them, out 
through the chain of connecting cellars they 
dashed, up the stairs they sped, to the second 
story of the Administration Building they 
raced, and, unannounced, flung themselves, 
breathless and panting, into the presence of 
the Supe himself. 

Colonel Colby stared, startled, for a mo- 
ment at the intrusion; then, as he recognized 
the two disheveled ragamuffins, with their 
pale faces and red eyes, looking for all the 
world as if they had just come off a prolonged 
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" bat," his features contracted into a frown 
of scathing disapproval. 

For two days he had been vainly searching 
for this pair of absentees, his anxiety growing 
with every hour that they remained away, 
and he had just about concluded that it was 
time to communicate with Henry G. Beverly 
and the Aureatan ambassador. But now as 
he saw them, and noted their appearance, the 
reason for their failure to report was only 
too patent to his mind. 

"Gentlemen " he began sternly; but 

Burr cut in imperiously upon the rebuke he 
was framing. 

" Oh, we've got no time for explanations 
now," he said ; " that will come later. What 
you've got to do, Colonel, is to get the Secre- 
tary of War on the long-distance. Hurry, if 
you please I Can't you understand that every 
second is priceless? And don't bother me 
with any questions, either. When you get him 
on the wire, I'll do the talking." 

Strangely enough, the autocratic Superin- 
tendent of the Academy obeyed. Or, per- 
haps, it was not so strange, after all. There 
was that in Cadet Beverly's manner which 
compelled compliance. 



CHAPTER XVI 
THE COUNTERSIGN 

Out beyond Sandy Hook, trim as anything 
afloat, Von Ledig's yacht was racing. Her 
white sides and glistening brasswork twinkled 
in the sunshine. The awnings were spread 
across her deck, and underneath them the 
blond-bearded owner and his sofa-pillow wife 
sat in wicker chairs, gazing out over the mag- 
nificent panorama of blue sea and turquoise 
sky. 

Von Ledig's brow was smooth and unruffled. 
He smoked as if he had not a care in the 
world. The round, placid face of the woman, 
though, was slightly pale, and she shot a hesi- 
tating glance at him from time to time out 
of the corner of her eye. 

" Is there no other way, Caspar? " she ven- 
tured, at length. 

" None." He tossed his cigarette over the 

side, and nodded to a steward to refill the glass 

beside him. 

28a 
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" But it is such a beautiful day! " she urged 
deprecatingly. " If it was dark and murky, 
or in a fog or rain, I think I could stand 
it better. ,But with all this sunshine and 
life and color Ugh ! " She gave a shud- 
der. 

Von Ledig laughed unconcernedly. " The 
better the day, the better the deed, my dear. 
We can take no reckoning of individuals in 
a propaganda such as ours. It is for general 
results alone that we are working. And think 
what a glorious blow has been struck this day 
for the Cause. The news has already been 
flashed to the four corners of the earth, and 
the tyrants and oppressors everywhere are 
cowering and trembling at this new evidence 
of our power. This girl for whom your sym- 
pathies are aroused is in the unfortunate po- 
sition of a beetle which has crawled on the 
track in front of an oncoming locomotive. 
The results are bound to be disastrous for her, 
but certainly it cannot be expected that the 
train shall be stopped in order to avoid crush- 
ing a beetle." 

Madame Von Ledig did not attempt to con- 
fute him. She merely relapsed into silence, 
and sat with her chin cupped in her hand, gaz- 
ing out a bit drearily across the sea. 
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The bell struck four times, and Von Ledig, 
raising his glass, drained it, with a slight bow 
across to his wife. 

" I think you had better go below, now, 
Sophie," he said. 

" You mean " she turned to him, with a 

start 

" Yes," he nodded. " I have merely been 
waiting until we were well out of the track of 
any other vessels, and we have sighted nothing 
now for almost an hour. There is no use in 
prolonging the affair; so, as it is bound to be 
painful to you, I suggest " 

" No," she broke in excitedly; " we are not 
out of the track of other vessels yet, Caspar. 
See " — she waved her hand — " there is a 
smudge of smoke off there against the horizon 
that I've been watching for the last five min- 
utes, and it's steadily growing larger. It must 
be something coming this way." 

"So it is I" Von Ledig rose to his feet, 
and f rowningly contemplated the direction in 
which she pointed. "Well, if it keeps on 
heading for us, we'll change our course, and 
soon give it the go-by." 

He stood with his glasses focused on the 
far-away smudge of smoke, so absorbed in 
watching it that Madame Von Ledig had to 
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speak to him twice in order to attract his 
attention. 

" Caspar," she said, " you were saying a few 
minutes ago that the news of your great coup 
has by this time been flashed all over the 
world. How do you know that it has suc- 
ceeded? " 

" How do I know? Because it could not 
fail. Our plans were laid too carefully for 
that." 

"Yes. But don't you think it strange 
that we have had no word, that Alfonso 
has not wirelessed us, as he promised he 
would? " 

" Oh, there might be a dozen reasons for 
that." He shrugged his shoulders. " Alfonso 
is overcautious, you know, and he might think 
that " 

She shook her head. " I tell you I have a 
presentiment of evil," she broke in. " All day 
long I have been trying to fight it off; but it 
grows stronger all the time. Listen to me, 
Caspar, and spare Nadia, I beg of youl You 
are so ingenious that you can surely manage 
it some way. I am convinced that no advan- 
tage will ever come to us, or to^the Cause, from 
sacrificing her " 

" Nonsense I " He spoke more sharply than 
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was his wont. " What you urge is impossi- 
ble. The girl knows too much." 

He interrupted himself, to address the 
skipper, who happened to pass by at that 
moment. 

" Captain, what is that boat coming up on 
us? " he asked. " Have you been able to make 
her out yet? " 

" U. S. destroyer Gallatin/' the captain re- 
ported. " She's probably cruising down the 
coast." 

"Well, lose her I" ordered Von Ledig; 
then he turned back to his wife. 

" So much for your presentiments, my dear. 
Here doubtless comes Alfonso's message now." 
He indicated the approach of the wireless op- 
erator, who was coming across the deck 
toward them with a slip of paper in his 
hand. 

The young fellow's face was pale, and his 
hand trembled. 

" It's from the Government station at Ar- 
lington, chief," he explained hurriedly. " I 
brought it to you on the hop, because I think 
it means trouble." 

Von Ledig quickly unfolded the sheet and 
glanced through it; then a great, rumbling 
oath burst from his lips. 



THE COUNTERSIGN 287 

The communication ran: 

" You are to deliver the person of Nadia de 
la Paz to the commander of U. S. destroyer 
Gallatin. Should harm of any kind have be- 
fallen her previous to the arrival of the Gal- 
latin, its commander is directed to hold you 
personally responsible." 

For a moment Von Ledig fairly foamed in 
rage, chagrin, defiance; then, like a pricked 
balloon, he subsided heavily into his chair, 
and stared, with hunted, despairing eyes, to- 
ward the approaching war vessel, now plainly 
discernible in the offing. 

Madame Von Ledig picked up the message, 
which had fluttered, unheeded, from his hand, 
and read it. Then her glance, too, turned to- 
ward the gray destroyer. 

" It is the end I " she muttered, and, rising 
from her chair, lumbered off, fat and ungrace- 
ful, even as a figure of woe, toward the com- 
panionway. 

Meanwhile, the news had spread through 
the vessel, and was creating general conster- 
nation. The anarchists showed themselves 
like a pack of cowardly rats, now that retri- 
bution was reaching out for them, and in the 
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general confusion aboard the vigilance with 
which Nadia had been guarded was naturally 
relaxed. 

She did not know the reason for it, but 
she was quick to perceive and take advantage 
of the fact. 

From the porthole of the stateroom which 
had been her prison she had noted the ap- 
proach of the grim, gray vessel with the Stars 
and Stripes at its peak, and now that the op- 
portunity presented itself, a daring project 
of escape occurred to her. 

The guard was gone from outside her door, 
she knew, so, slipping softly out into the cor- 
ridor, she stole afong it, and up the compan- 
ionway to the deck, undetected. Then, with 
a fleet rush to the rail, she poised herself for 
an instant, and leaped overboard. 

Von Ledig sprang from his chair, 
and hurled himself across, to hang over 
the rail. 

" Lower a boat, there! Lower a boatl " he 
shrieked. His face was a pasty green with 
fright, his eyes protruding from his head. 
" If she drowns, they will send me to the chair 
for murder 1 " 

But he need not have feared. Nadia had 
no intention of drowning. A splendid swim- 
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mer, she was forging ahead with swift, over- 
hand strokes toward the Gallatin. 

Her leap into the water had also been ob- 
served there, and, with the superior discipline 
aboard, a boat had already been lowered, 
while the agitated crew of the yacht was bun- 
gling its tackle and falls. 

Halfway between the two vessels she was 
picked up, and the boat receiving her started 
to return to the destroyer, while on the latter 
fluttered a signal calling on Von Ledig to 
stand by for a conference. 

Of all this, however, Madanfie Von Ledig 
was unaware. On leaving the deck, she had 
descended, panting and puflSng, into the hold, 
and now she was busy there with something 
she had dragged out f ronfi a dark corner, and 
brought down amidships. 

It was a contrivance of clockwork and wires 
and delicate connections, which required a 
nice hand to manipulate ; but it was no mys- 
tery to her. In her time she had constructed 
and put together many of the things. 

So now it was only a few minutes before 
she had it in working order. And then, stand- 
ing over it like a fat, dumpy hausfrau stand- 
ing over her butter churn, she reached out one 
plump, beringed finger and touched a button 1 
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As the commander of the Gallatin waited 
for an answer to his curt signal, and as one of 
his officers stepped to the rail to greet and 
receive Nadia, there came a sudden great puff 
of yellowish smoke from the yacht, and, fol- 
lowing it, a tremendous crash, as of nearby 
thunder. 

When the smoke cleared away, where the 
yacht had been but a moment before there 
was only a clutter and tangle of wreckage 
floating on the ocean. 

The Gallatin immediately put out its boats, 
and cruised around the spot for over two 
hours; but not a single soul of all the com- 
pany of Reds that had been aboard did she 
save. Madame Von Ledig had done her work 
thoroughly. 

These are the facts of the tragic explosion 
on board the steam yacht Maruja. Although 
cloaked under the veil of official secrecy, they 
have never come out, any more than have the 
details of the great plot aimed at all the chief 
military schools of the world. 

Some people may shrug their shoulders and 
denounce the whole story as an invention ; but 
why, it may be asked, was Cadet Burr Beverly 
singled out for especial honor and awarded 
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his commission by presidential intervention a 
full year before his time for graduation? 

The explanation has been given that it was 
in order to permit of his marriage to the daugh- 
ter of the Aureatan ambassador; yet other 
cadets with matrimonial designs have never 
found the War Department so complacent. It 
must be admitted, though, that down in Wash- 
ington this story is thoroughly believed; for 
they say there that Nadia de la Paz always 
could get anything she wanted. 

At any rate, they were married — ^married 
under the crossed swords and with all the 
pomp and pageantry befitting the nuptials of 
a second lieutenant in the United States 
Army; — and in the course of a leisurely two 
months' honeymoon spent in motoring, they 
naturally dropped in for a short stay at West 
Point. 

It was a balmy October evening that they 
arrived, and after dinner Burr strolled out to 
take a look at the familiar surroundings. Half 
unconsciously his steps led him out past the 
hotel to the ground at the foot of old Fort 
Clinton's parapet, and he halted suddenly, 
with the realization that he was on Post 
Number Three. 

And as he stood there musing, a faint, remi- 
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niscent smile on his lips, he was hardly star- 
tled to see a graceful, slender figure making 
its way toward him through the trees. Nadia 
was coming in search of him. 

Playfully the lieutenant threw his walking 
stick to a " port." "Halt! Who's there?" 
he challenged. 

But this time she did not seek to run away. 
Straight ahead she came, and after a little 
mock struggle between them drew the walking 
stick out of his hands. 

" But I have the countersign this time," she 
announced triumphantly. 

" Give it, then." 

"Well, close your eyes," she commanded, 
and raising herself on tiptoe, kissed him. 

" You are right, sweetheart," murmured 
Beverly, catching her in his arms. " That is 
a countersign that will always pass you any- 
where that I have power to let you go." 

" Ah I " Her musical laugh rippled out. 
" That is no news to me, Seftor. I discovered 
it that night two months ago, the very first 
time you ever challenged me." 
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